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Foreword by Ron Romanovsky 


Before | began a singing/songwriting career with Paul Phillips, that is, 
long before | had ever set foot on a stage or inside a recording studio, | used 
to self-publish the songs | wrote. Now, I'm not talking about the kind of slick 
desk-top publishing that everyone has access to today, I'm talking about 
hand-drawn eighth notes and freehand graphics crudely bound into volumes 
of music xeroxed on the sly at my office temp jobs. (OK, so I'm stretching the 
definition of "publishing".) Nevertheless, | faithfully distributed my litter of 
tunes about once a year to my closest friends (many of whom could not even 
read music). | also sent a copy of each songbook to the Library of Congress 
for copyright purposes, rationalizing that this was an important reason for me 
to spend so many hours meticulously drawing notes and chord diagrams 
when | could have been practicing! 


| guess the other rationalization was my belief that some day someone 
might want to learn to play my songs the way I learned to play guitar and sing 
— out of a Carly Simon songbook. Judging from the number of requests for 
sheet music that we've been getting, that day has arrived. And so it is with 
great pleasure and pride that we present volume one of The Songs of 
Romanovsky & Phillips. Whether you are a beginning guitarist, an aspiring 
performer, or a professional musician, we hope these songs will provide 
entertainment and inspiration for many years to come. 


Most of the music herein was transcribed on an Apple Mac Plus by Paul 
and myself. Much credit, however, goes to Lori Kenschaft for her continuing 
belief, dedication, long hours of hard work, and gentle nudging, without 
which this book might never have become a reality. (I would have had to get 
another temp job...) Thank you, Lori! 


1 also want to thank Paul, whose creative contributions extend far 
beyond the standard boundaries of "co-author" or “collaborator”. His critical 
ear, often brilliant inspirations, and uncompromising standards have 
challenged me to create a body of work of which | am extremely proud. 


August, 1991 
Santa Fe, New Mexico 


Note to guitarists: 


Guitar chord charts are enclosed for all songs including those which 
were intended for piano accompaniment. In the case of the latter, guitar 
chords are included as a suggested accompaniment but are by no means the 
only way to play the song. Feel free to experiment! 


Our very first appearance in print! 


Romanovsky & Phillips: 
Dynamic Duet 


William Hunt, San Francisco Bay Times / Coming Up!, March 1983 


The softly lit living room was dominated by 
a large, dark Victorian upright piano. This 
reporter had travelled into the heart of the 
Sunset to interview Romanovsky & Phillips 
in their quaint bungalow. To sit in the 
presence of these two entertainers/musi- 
cians is to bask in the warmly lit glow of a 
fireplace. They radiate both charm and 
vulnerability, which translates to their per- 
formances as well. After a period of chatting, 
eating, drinking and working out the logistics 
of taping, Paul launched into a story of how 
the two met: 


Paul — "It was like a scene out of a B 
movie. | was walking in Golden Gate Park 
and Ron came across the street on his 
bicycle. | smiled and looked at him. | didn't 
think he noticed me, but | kept walking and 
turning around, looking to see if he noticed 
me. | couldn't even tell right then whether or 
not he was gay or straight; he was just cute 
to me. He looked so young. So | continued 
walking to the bus stop, and just as the bus 
came | turned and saw that he was pedaling 
down the street coming towards me, and | 
didn't know what to do. | kept letting every- 
body get on the bus ahead of me, but | still 
didn't know whether or not | should pause 
and wait and talk or what. So | ended up 
finally getting on the bus because the doors 
were gonna close, and he pedaled his way 
behind the bus as the bus pulled away. | was 
standing in the doorway looking and watch- 
ing. All the people on the bus could tell what 
was going on, and they were all smiling. | got 
off at the next stop, and as he pedaled down 
towards me again, his opening line was..." 


Ron — "It was only a block. Couldn't you 
have walked?" 


Paul — "| couldn't help but smile at that. 
He invited me to come to his house for tea. 


R&P in an early performance at The Valencia 
Rose. (Photo: Karen Rice) 


And then halfway up the hill | said, 'l gotta be 
honest with you, | don't drink tea; | have to 
stop in here and get a Pepsi.'" 


That was the summer of 1981. Around 
that time Ron attempted to organize a gay 
men's music collective, inspired by the 
strong network of lesbian artists producing 
their own records and concerts. In the 
process he met Gene Porter, who had the 
idea for The City 1977-78 A.D. and was 
looking for someone to write the music. 
They discussed The City at their first 
meeting and Ron, liking the idea, entered 
his first collaborative effort. "The opera was 
ready to be born and the music just came out 
of me," he says. 


Ron, still eager to perform, was looking for 
someone to support him on stage, a back-up 
musician or someone to sing harmony, 
never imagining that he would end up as part 
of aduo. Paul originally perceived his role as 
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a supporting one, but got involved doing 
some harmonies, adding vocals and re- 
arranging some of Ron's efforts, eventually 
evolving into a symbiotic relationship, both 
emotionally and musically. 


Ron's background influences of pre- and 
post-Woodstock folk/protest (by performers 
such as Phil Ochs) wedded with Paul's early 
training in classical and choral music that was 
seasoned by his mother's interest in pop 
music, to produce a sound defying descrip- 
tion, that can only be loosely classified as 
gay folk/pop. 


During the creative process, a song may 
go through several incarnations, taking 
months before it is even performed on 
stage. Ron's musical compositions, tem- 
pered by Paul's technical ear, eventually 
become workable and find themselves 
before an ever-growing enthusiastic 
audience. 


"Homophobia" was their first collaboration, 
an amusing, yet on-target indictment that 
inevitably inspires audience participation. 


Another quasi- 
humorous song is 
"The Prince eS 
Charming Tango", YA 
expressing some of : 
the superfluous, yet \ 
insightful, ways we view 
our lovers. A line from 
the song reveals, "I thought 
you'd be taller / | thought \ 
you'd be rich /| didn't think you'd 
be moody / and at times such a 
bitch." 


Romanovsky & Phillips’ debut 
performance as a duo was in 
January of 1982, as a sort of 
musical break during the 
Gay Comedy Night at 
Valencia Rose. With 
the support and 
encouragement of 
Carol Roberts, they 
became familiar 
faces at The Rose. 


Early on, 
Romanovsky & 
Phillips chose to 
appear on stage 
dressed alike. 
Both felt this 
inhibited their 


expressing themselves as individuals in 
performance and so evolved the contrast of 
Ron's laid-back folksy, Guthriesque appear- 
ance with the flash and sparkle of Paul's 
onstage image. 


Waxing philosophical, Paul states that 
there are an awful lot of gay men, and to 
some degree lesbians as well, that given the 
opportunity to take a pill that would change 
them into heterosexuals, would take it hands 
down. They either feel guilty or discontent, 
or just aren't able to love someone of the 
same gender. "They haven't learned that it's 
OK, that it's good, that it's great!" 


Romanovsky & Phillips allow us to laugh at 
our frustrations and our fears. They give us 
an opportunity to share musically as a 
community of lovers, transcending images of 
gay men and lesbians as sexual outlaws. 


Together they have discovered in each 
other the support and love to grow, 
uncompromising in their beliefs, creating 
music like "Outfield Blues." "I'm up to bat / 
but it won't be long / till I'm back where | can 
do no wrong / All alone, to sing my song / In 
the outfield." It's this reporter's contention 
that Romanovsky & Phillips, much to our 
benefit, left the outfield in January of 1982, 
and will be up to bat for a long time to come. 


This was the cover of our first release: In the Outfield. Now out of print, 
it was recorded live at the Valencia Rose. (Photo: Karen Rice) 
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Touring ain't always what it's cracked up to be, as we found out early. 


Kamikaze Drivers On Tour 


Bernard Spunberg, Bay Area Reporter, March 1984 


Home, sweet home at last! Romanovsky 
& Phillips, those scrumptious singing heart 
throbs, have finally returned from their 
first national tour. Their fans, having 
made do with R&P's cassette, In the 
Outfield, for five lonely months, will get to 
hear the sexy duo warble their Gayly 
political and romantic tunes at the Valencia 
Rose on March 14, 21, and 28. 


Not that R&P were on tour for five 
months. Since their return on January 30, 
they've been combining hard-earned rest 
with preparations for a Southwest tour this 


spring, which will probably include Los 


Some early promo shots with a variety 
of attitudes... (Photos: Rink) 
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Angeles, San Diego, Albuquerque, Tucson, 
Phoenix and points in between. They've 
also been planning their first record album. 
"We want to do a studio album," Ron 
Romanovsky explained, a shapely knee 
protruding through torn levis. "Not a lot 
of production, but we might use synthesi- 
zer and electric bass. We want it to sound 
pretty much the way we sound live. Our 
communication with audiences is the 
essence of our act. We want the record to 
convey the magic of that connection. We'll 
definitely have the record out this year. 
With any luck, it will be out by summer." 


Gay Pride Week will see Romanovsky 
and Phillips in Boston, Baltimore, and 
perhaps Minneapolis and St. Paul. And if 
there's any justice, some smart producer 
will ask them to write a soundtrack for a 
film of Aaron Fricke's Reflections of a 
Rock Lobster. 


Though Romanovsky and Phillips will 
offer a number of new tunes during their 
upcoming Valencia Rose engagement, Ron 
says that serious writing requires the 
comfy atmosphere of his home environ- 
ment. But what about those long hours on 
the tour just ended? Can't you imagine 
Ron gently strumming his guitar as the 
miles slip past? Can't you envision their 
old VW bus resting beneath a shady oak 
while R&P seize a musical inspiration? 
Can't you see guitar and clothing flung 
aside as Ron and Paul enjoy a little 
splendor in the grass? 


Fat chance. "Never once did we think to 
check the newspaper for weather condi- 
tions on the road," says Paul. "We hit our 
first blizzard in the Rockies. Of course, 
our tires were completely bald. In a moun- 
tain pass with a cliff on one side of us the 
bus went into a spin. I was in hysterics." 
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"I wanted to stick a gag in Paul to stop 
his blabbering," said Ron. "Fortunately we 
slammed into a guard rail and survived." 


R&P made it to Nebraska but on the road 
to Minneapolis their bus emitted its death 
rattle. "The night the bus died I just sat in 
the motel and cried," Ron remembered. 
"But Paul was wonderful. 'Something will 
happen,’ he said. 'Someone will save us.'" 


Paul was correct. A friend in Minnesota 
loaned them another VW bus. It broke 
down in Urbana. "By this time, we were 
starting to get on each other's nerves," said 
Ron. "We also started to contract strange 
ailments. My vision got blurry, one of 
Paul's feet swelled to twice its normal size, 
and he could neither stand nor walk. He 
did a concert in Champaigne, Illinois, lean- 
ing on a cane. We got a severe flu in 
Cleveland while performing in a bar next to 
a paint store that was burning down and 
did an acoustic show lit by a Coleman lan- 
tern during a power failure. The audience 
loved us, but two doctors said we were 
getting stressed out." 


The most spectacular mishap occured 
between Bangor and Portland, Maine. 
"We were enjoying a leisurely drive up the 
Maine coast," Paul remembers, "when we 


realized we were driving on a smooth sheet 
of ice. We were pretty calm, but suddenly 
we were out of control. The world turned 
upside down as we rolled over twice. 
When we landed, we scrambled out — 
miraculously, we were able to scramble — 
and the bus was fine. The engine was 
purring away, the tape player was still 
blaring. Everything was everywhere — 
clothes, shower stuff, press kits, tapes. 
Ron's hand was badly cut by a flying 
cassette, and we had to cancel the concert 
in Bangor. That was our only cancellation 
on the whole tour. In all, we gave twenty 
concerts in eighteen cities." 


Romanovsky and Phillips encountered 
chaos and mayhem on their tour, but they 
also had plenty of heartwarming exper- 
iences. Family reunions were especially 
nice. When R&P visited Paul's family, 
they sang one of their tunes for the youth 
choir his mother leads. After the perform- 
ance, Paul overheard a fragment of 
discussion between a mother and son. 
"But Mom," the boy said, "Mrs. Phillips' 
son has an earring." Mrs. Phillips' son 
also has feather boas and lots of rhinestone 
jewelry, but all of that is beside the point. 
Romanovsky and Phillips express Gay 
love with every move they make, and their 
tour spread their message far and wide. 
Despite the difficulties, it was worth the 
effort. 
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) Gary Wilson, RED () 


Spring 1985 


Someone said, "The love that once dared not 
to speak its name now doesn't know when to 
shut up.“ However true this may or may not 
be, I'm still hungry enough for messages of 
celebratory gaydom that I will ignore small 
shortcomings that might otherwise grab my 
attention. 


So it may be with some initial undeserved 
acclaim that I laud Ron Romanovsky and Paul 
Phillips’ "I Thought You'd Be Taller,” but 
not much; this is one of the most 
celebratory and least self-conscious gay- 
oriented musical statements I‘ve ever 
heard. Gone are the days when the message, 
and the humor, stem from gay-second-class 
attitudes. Nor is the humor here of the 
traditional time-worn camp-style we all 
know and either love or hate. 


What's here is a variety of songs presented 
from a perspective of assumed right-to-be. 
Whatever guilt or shame that comes through 
here is born not of who we are, but what we 
do to each other. But I digress; please 
excuse the heavy analysis here. After all, 
what this album is about is fun, and 
whatever else they do, R&P know how to have 
fun. 


The title song, delivered with deliberate 
tongue~in~cheek gravity and dramatic flair, 
is a delightful exposé of how we set 
ourselves up in looking for Mr. Right and 
gets us laughing at ourselves for it: 


I thought you'd be taller 

I thought you'd be rich 

I didn’t think you'd be moody 
And at times such a bitch 

I thought you'd be happy 

And never complain 

But you’re so neurotic 

You make me feel sane! 


Fear not, the song ends happily, with 
acceptance of the foibles and human faults 
we all have. 


The biggest disappointment I have about 
this album is something that can't be 
helped. There is a visual component to a 
R&P concert ~~ an electricity and 
infectious excitement -- that can't be 
reproduced on vinyl. I miss the rose in 


the teeth with which Paul begins the 
“Prince Charming Tango.” You never know 
what to expect on stage, so some of the 
magic live-ness is not here. They make up 
for it, however, with delivering some of 
the technical magic a studio can offer that 
concerts cannot: tight and clean 
accompaniment that enhances the melodies 
and lyrics without overpowering them. 


My favorite has to be "Womb Envy,“ written 
by Ron but sung by Paul with such 
conviction you'd swear it was his. It 
skillfully blends male maternal yearnings 
with the not-so-subtle kick aimed at the 
Freudian school of thought and its clinical 
insistence on transforming human experience 
into mindless urges, having great fun all 
the while. Here is where studio 
technological means gives us “The Phillips 
Sisters," and the impact of Paul singing, 
"it's been done in test tubes, then why not 
inside of me?" while the sisters chime in 
“why not in me” is hilarious: 


Womb envy, I know it's kinda strange 
Womb envy, please give me labor pains 
Womb envy, I know it's kinda crazy 

I got womb envy, I wanna have a baby 


Most of the lyrics are by Ron, and his 
skill with thoughtful ballads is 
considerable. "Best Friends“ and “Closet 
Case" have a way of making themselves at 
home in your thoughts and I find myself 
humming them at odd moments. 


“Living in the Nuclear Age" is a quiet 
beauty, very simple and lilting, moving 
from despair to empowerment in the space of 
a few verses. Simplistic, maybe, but 
keeping the simple vitality of living and 
celebrating is an increasingly important 
and difficult thing to do in these 
dangerous days. 


All in all, a warm and engaging album, a 
very respectable first effort for these 
two, I think you'll find “I Thought You'd 
Be Taller!" on your turntable often. Buy 
it, share it with friends, but heed the 
warning: “Unauthorized duplication of this 
album represents a loss of income to us, 
ultimately resulting in our inability to 
afford new rhinestones for Paul." 
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I Thought You'd 
Be Taller! 


THE PRINCE CHARMING TANGO 


Music & Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky & Paul Phillips 


Moderately, rhythmically 


1. I met you on a rain-y day but the sun's been out since 
2. I dreamt a - bout you did you dream a- bout me? 
Em, —3—, Am 
_O——— — a: i rt to 
| LED LEE) ET) ETS SER [| ee a a a 
SY 
And I knew from that mo- ment that you were my prince 
You wore shin- ing ar- mor and ‘you res - cued me 


Fun- ny how life is al- ways a big sur- prise 
Fun- ny how dreams are not al- ways as_ they seem 


I thought the man of my dreams would have blue eyes And I] thought you'd be 

y hand -some prince tumed out to be more of a queen You're not as ro- 
SeC—oro Em 

tal- fer I thought you'd be rich I did- n't think you'd be 

man - tic As I hoped you'd be You nev-" er buy 


SF G 


og ah eee eae Obes] 


mood - and at times such a bitch Ithought you'd be bril - liant 
flow - “es at least not for me € nev-er go _ stroll-ing 
14 © 1983 Ron Romanovsky and Paul Phillips 


POI DIDI DIDIDA DDD IDI DDI DDD WDD I DDD DD DDD DD DID DD DEY 


t 


DPOVPVIPVIFFYIPPIIPPIPDPIPIFPPIIIPPIPIFYOPFPIPYIPIPIPDIPPPIPPIPIDDIL 


areal Ein - stein but you'd rath - er watch T. V. 
or watch the sun set We have- n't made love out- doors 
D —— G N.C, Em 
== = SS SS SS 
than chal - lenge my mind I thought you'd be hap - Py 
since the night that we met I thought you'd be ath - le - tic 
SS = SSS ay 
, and ne- ver com- plain but you're so neu - ro - 
with mus- cles for days but I guess it don't mat - a 
—_- 
G tacet Em, ——3—— 3—_, Am 
en 


you make me feel sane! Do do do do do, do do do do do do 
‘cause I love you the same 
ae Am 
SSS SS SS ae 
ete Nya nya nya nya nya, nya nya nya nya nya nya rae But 
poses tape aS 
don't fear my dar- ling 'Cause you know it's you a- dore And 
Am B tacet ritard 
= Ss ———— 
= 
I know you can'tbe — blamed If at times you'rea __ bore! __ (Olé!) 


oat fret) es fret) on fret) a fret) age fret) 


eee oe 
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BEST FRIENDS 


Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky 
Music by Ron Romanovsky & Paul Phillips 


Slow ballad 


I was SIX - teen go- ing on twen- ty - one 
We shared all our secrets ‘round an op- en fire 
Now we are two grown mentwove- ry dif-frent lives 


I called it a_i re- la- tion- ship you called it hav- ing fun 
and wrest - led with each oth - er aS we wrest - led with de - sire 
I'm hap- py with my lov- er you seem hap- py with your wife 
Cc E 
—__ ” 
We _ were best friends do- ing things kids |. do 
We walked a- long to- gether ‘til you ran off in fright 
We are two grown men try- ing to pre- tend 
G Cc 
SS as eS 
and no mat- ter what you'd like to. think we were lov- ers. too 
and me I took” a _ left and you you took a right 
that noth- ing ev- er hap- pened that we were on- ly friends 
Cc G Ss 
SSS A aaa 
Boys will be boys __ if they are left totheirown  de-vi - ces Boys will be boys 
16 © 1983 Ron Romanovsky and Paul Phillips 
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F r3-——n G -—— 
SS = = SSS SS SS 
but of - ten they make sac- ri- fi - ces Men willbe men will be 

Foca F 3rd time th through 
=o : SS 


will be - fraid of be - ing boys 


C# (add E) 


Some - times you're too young to know 


Bbm7 


you just out - grow But I know what! felt for you 


Eb —3— 


(aS — 


and it must have scared the hell —__ out of 


Men _ will be men will be men will be men will be men 
Note: These fingerings are used with a capo across the third fret. 
C# — E) Bbm7/Eb Cm7/F 
ie i ip Fa a fi = 
Db Eb Fm 
(9th fret) (11th fret) 0 
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OUTFIELD BLUES 


Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky 
Music by Ron Romanovsky & Pau! Phillips 


Slow & bluesy 


j=us 


1H Ss 


2 birds are sing - ing me a tune i hang -in'on ‘til the eae 


Asus3 (+F) — A7 A7D AT* A7/D A7 A/D AT7* A7/D 


oS aS 


of June and all the flow - ers are in bloom inthe out > field 


A7 A7/D A7* A7/D Al A7/D A7*  Asus3(+F) 


They split us up in - to teams no one want - ed to get stuck with me 


AT A7/D A7T* A7/D AT A7/D 


So I'm as far as I can be I'm in the outs field 

A7* A7/D A7 (agitated) Asus3 (+F) 
a eee — 
4s 
Well, try as I might it's an up - hill fight and I 
A7 Asus3 (+F) A7 Asus3 (+F) 
: 2 : SE — 
ee” 

ne-vercancatch that ball __ each time we ar-rive at  choos-ing up sides I'm left 

A7 Asus3 (+F) A7 A7/(D A7* A7/D A7 A7/D_ AT* AT/D 


stand- in'a- gainst the wall 


18 © 1983 Ron Romanovsky and Paul! Phillips 


YOVIPIPIVIAPIIIID DI VIIIDIVDIIIIIIDIPIVDIVDIDIDDIDIPDIIIDIDID ID 


FOOIPIIPIPIPIFIVPIPDPIFVPIPDPDPIPPFIFPPIPPPFIIPPFIPIPIPPIPFIPIPIPIDPIPPIPIIIIIID 


ae, 


Bas - ket - ball's an - oth - ersport that's not much fun when you're so short 


I try to drib - ble but I just drool and I know that that does -n't look too cool 


A7 A7/D A7* A7/D AT A7/D A7* A7/D A7 A7/D 


I don't like soc- cer and 


AT7* A7/D AT AT/D AT* Asus3 (+F) 


foot - ball's ob- scene and what do all those num- bers mean? 


I can't be bo - thered to get the rules down = so I just run in cir- cles mak- ing 


A7* A7/D A7 A7/D A7* A7/D A7 A7/D A7* A7/D 


an - i- mal sounds Well 


some- times I'm hop - in' that my — bones 'I] get brok - en just so I can be ex - cused 


Asus3 (+F) AT Asus3 (+F) 


from al] the har- rass - ment that I get from my class - mates who 


: A7 Asus3 (+F) A7 A7/D atempo A7* A7/D 


al- ways blame me when they lose 
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CCOCOCECCOCOCECCCOCECCECOCOCECEC EEC EECCOCCEOCOCECEEEOCECCECECCECOCOCOCCEE. 


to 


A7/D 


“t = 
= a) 
all a- lone 


won't be long 
AT 


it 


3 Q o¢ 
2 STR wo = 
5 
e 5 8 
g < 
fo} * 
° & LP 
£ * : < 
Q, < <a 
iz Q 
rr 
& < Pees] 
< ‘te 
i 
P 3 Re 
he we 
Q : E : 
* I) x 2 #0 
s Q a <o 
ee 2 (bbe 
E : . 
= = Ro 
2 <o 
é > = 
< < a 
So 
2 FH 
qo 
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CLOSET CASE 


Music & Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky 


Moderate folk ballad 


D Bm7 E7sus A bass A D 


on the twen- ty -sec- ond floor a 


wife who cooks and stays at home and child- ren to sup - port aes 
Cc 
and they pro- vide some com- fort from your 


wor- fies and your cares, but you get your kicks in  tea- rooms 
G En A Em A 
= eS ee ee 
from ten min- ute love af - fairs er and 
E D E —3— 
SS eS Se SS 
that's just fine you won't find a lec- ture here but you get more un - hap - py 
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with each pass - ing year At the of - fice Christ - mas par - ty 
A/C# Bm A D 
your wife is by your side but with all the pret - ty wom - en 
A/C# Bm A 


old ones are dis- tin- guished and the young ones are so sweet and 


Hold - ing on- to i- deals that you don't un - der - stand 


E D D/C# bass F#m 


sac- ri- fic- ing all the love you'd like to give to a man Mar - 


ti- nis on a Fri- day busi - ness lunch at noon the 
D A/C# Bm A 
se - cre- ta- ry's cur- i- ous why you left your desk so soon 
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YOPIIVIDPIDPIFVIDPIFIIIIDIDIPIIPIPIIPIDIIIDAIDIPIIIIDIDIIIDIDDIIID-?D 


YVIIIIIIIIVIIPIVIIIIIIIIIIPIIIPIIIIIIIIOIIPPIIIIIPIPIIIIIIIID 


Rush- ing out to meet some- one you nev- er thought would call ‘cause 


Now he is there be- side you but there’s no place to go ‘cause 


E D DICH bass, F#m 


he has got a room- mate and you've got a fam-'ly at home 
Bm7 E7sus A bass AA 
=) 
Clos - et case 


Note: These fingerings are used with a capo across the second fret. 


Bm7 E7sus 


ire. 


E7sus/A bass AIH bass D/C# bass 


EERE: 
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WoMB ENVY 


Music & Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky 


Moderate swing feel 


1. When I was a young - ster play - ing house wasall the rage 
like my —e- quip - ment I would - n't trade it for the world 

may- besome- day sci- ence will make it a re- al - i- ty 

D G Cc G 

S55 Ss eSaaaS Ss 
—_ — 
and I ee ways played the mom - my an all thoueht it beg just a stage 

but I might trade it for nine months if I could on - ly a gi 

if it's been done in test tubes then why notin - side of me? 


but as I rew old - er ate I wished to a is 
Now I don't wanf to wear adress or be some - 5 - dy's 
I'mev-'ry bit as lov- ing and gen - tle as can be 
D* 
could have a man but so I could have a _ba- 
wife just — to have achance to feelthe mi-ra- cle _ of life! 
Oh, Lord give me a chance to prove my ma- ter - ni-ty! 


by Womb en - vy I know it's kind of ‘Strange Womb en - vy But 
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FPIVVPIVIDPIDVIDPIIDPPIDVPIFIPOIIPDIPIPIPIIPDPIPIFPIPIIIIDIPIPIDPDIIIIIID 


I got womb en- vy I want to have aba- by! 2. Now 
D2 A G 
my = = =e = 
5 . 5 nN 5 ; 
I'd do it = na- tral -ly No ‘Play - tex form - u- i for me 
stu - dy La - maze = And I'd read Doc - tor bn aaa 2 if I could just ees 
C* D* G [3 6 Cc G 
Se ee ee 
Lom 
with preg- nan- cy 3. Well Womb en - vy 


Cc repeat and fade 


G Cc D Em B A Cc* D* 
(Sthfret)  (7thfret) = (7thfret) (Sth fret) (8thfret) —(10th fret) 


ae a Ee 
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(I CAN HAVE) ATTITUDE 


Music & Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky 
Additional Music by Pau! Phillips 


Freely 


ww / 
1. Last night I tast - ed cav- i - ar 
2. Last night I met some peo - ple es Who 
3. Last night I met some-bo - dy a A 
4. Last night I took a fa - xl ra 


\ / ee 
Drank the _. .bestcham- pagneand wine __ But I act - 
tried to ~_ bring me own With their 
ve - try pret- ty man . == He want - 
To a ~ ve- ry posh af - fair — Ming - led 


2 J —’ ed 
ed oh so bored Like rm do it 
sharp ~- edged fa- Zor wit — But I let them knowl'd 
to se - duce me i. But I said I ha 
with the well- to - do ae Wond' - ring — what IT was 


all the time — I can be a- 
been a- round pe 

o- ther plans ra 

do- ing there ~~ 

E 
ee 
loof _ = I can be rude _ _ 
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I can be 


have 


can 


I 


mide 
A 
(Sth fret) 


CECECECECEOCOCECECECCECCEOCECECECCCECCOCECCCCCCCECECECECCCECCECCEOCCEE CE 


CAT AND MOUSE 


Music & Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky 


Moderate folk rock 


j = 152 


i .f walked in- to the par- ty and there you were a- gain 
times it's nice to take the time to slow -ly work it out 
ho- ney you've got sex ap- peal writ - ten on _ your ba - by face 

A E A D E 

a ee eee 
—— nV _ 

Look-ing so e- lu- sive Look - ing so__ pre - tend 

I love to flirt and I can flirt ‘til I'm all flirt- ed out 

and your arms and legs andhmm hmm hmmm and ev- 'ry o - ther place 


you smiled at me a- Cross the room, turned a - wa and then 
If you want me fo go a- way there's nothing to feel hurt a- bout 
but hot and cold then cold and hot real- ly drags out the chase 


; Hold-ing up the wall con - tin - ued teas-ing all the men 
But if ou want to — get laid ‘d ra -ther you just blurt it out 
An ‘ve be- gun to think per- haps you're just a_ bas - ket case 


well I'm not int- 'rest- ed in play -ing games with you ho- ney I 
‘cause I'm not 
and I'm not 


D E A&E A Bm | 
=, a 
(SSS Sa 
don't have _ the time I'm not a cat you're not a mouse _ so please 
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You are 
29 


is quick - ly weak - 
a mouse make up 


with you ho-ney I 


2. Some 


but the plot 


C# 
(4th fret) 


not a cat you'ré not 


per-haps I should be more ag - gres - 
E 
but you just seem so ter- ri- fied of 


blunt 
int-'rest -ed in play -ing games 


I'm 


chal - lenge to un - fold 


ae a 


Bm 


a 


I'm not 


ma's get - ting old 


I should be 


E 
ei 


ter -y 


have the time 


3. ‘Cause 


make up your mind 
E 


am ES 


sive per - haps 


get -ting what you want 
D 


en-ingandthe dra - 
your god-damn mind 
D 


like a mys - 


don't 


A 


“a 


(EC CECCECECOCCECCCECOEOCECCECECCECECCOEOCECCCCCCEECECECEECCEECEECECECCECE CECE € 


PAINT By NUMBERS 
(Song for Frances) 


Music & Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky 


Uptempo reggae 


1. A teen-age girl makes head - lines in the Se- at - tle news 
Hol- ly - wood she _tra- velled to be an ac-tress there 
locked a - way poor Fran - ces told her she was in - sane 


for ques - tion - ing re - li- gion 
and ev - ry - one was daz - Zled 
and shocked her with the treat - ments 
D 
in nine - teen - thir- ty - two Fran - ces 
by her beau- ty and her flair But Fran - ces 
that slow - ly killed her brain But her 
Em 
Se ae 
Far-mer was her name ae she had i - de - as in_ her head 
was- n't = sa- tis - fied oe with all the mo -ney and the fame 
spir- it lives with me omic and that is why sing this song 
Cc 
They tried to sto her cra- zy dreams She ne- ver 
They tried to teac her all the rules But she re - 
‘Cause when a bril - liant mind is put a - way My sen - ses 
B B7 Em 
heard a word they said —— When they told her: Paint by  num- 
fused to play the game aaa Did- n't want to 
tell me some - thing's wrong =e When they tell you: 
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out of 


thm, ne - ver 


eet Ne 


learn the 


B 


1. 


But that's 


ere en 
-————*—_} 4] 
2. To 


form to the style 


con - 


They 


played 


not how Bee - tho- ven 


that's 


paint - ed, 


not how Pi- cas- so 


No that's 


- di- 


ranged tra 


They 


played 


not how Bee - tho- ven 


: that's 


paint - ed 


not how Pi- cas- so 


and 


f'rent 


dared to be dif- 


their own way 


did it their own way 


— SS 


be 


Em 


3. 


a 


= — i S = 


the lines 


co- lor in 


Nee” 
is, 


num - 


Paint by 


They 


3. 


ni 


= SSS 


~~ 
m - 


ar] 
nu 


Paint by 


—-— 


of time 


a 


ne - ver out 
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CCCEECECECECECECCECECECCCECECCECECCECECCECCECECECCECCEECECECOCECECOCEECECECECCCE EC E 
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PVOVIVIDIIDIVIDIIDIDVIDIPIIDIIDIDIDIIDIDVIDIDIIDIIIIIIDIIDIIIIIIIIDIIDSD 


SHE HAS A THING 
(FOR MEN WHO LOVE MEN) 


Music & Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky 


Moderate calypso 
d = 150 
F# B F# B F# 
— 4 ¥ 
Se ee 
She has a thing for men who love men They just 
C# sus4 C# 
en s === ; 
want to be her a eae he thing for men who eee 
mea falls love with them 
A# 
i, 
1. Her clos - est friend in high school stole her heart a- way 
2. Her old - est friend in col- lege came out to her one day 
The dam - age was al- read - y Pe when she found out he was gay 
But nei- ther of them lis - tened to a word he ha to say 
B C# Dfm 


She tried to un- der-stand that it would nev - er work 
They put a- way his fan-ta- sies and shut the clos- et door 
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CECCECCECECCEOCECECCECCECCECCECECCECCCEECCEECECECCECECECEECECECECECEECECECEE EE 


D#m 
felt like a jerk 
said "I need more" 


ned 


7 
been de-ceived and he 
but 


his eyes 


love you" 


"y 


She felt like she'd 


His lips said 


F# 


Fi# 


F# 


C# 


They just 


men who love men 
F# B F# 


C# sus4 C# 


thing for 


C# 


She has a 


eee 


men who love 


has a thing for 


She 


her 


want to be 


them 


with 


love 


in 


falls 


she 


| er: Sos | 


C#* 
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oe 
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C#sus 4 C# 
oe 
pa 
CT] 
tp —=—_ 
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LoEBAER 
3 Court - ed like a school - girl _ treat - ed e-qual like a friend 
She fin- 'ly found the love that she'd been look-ing for in men 
iH C#sus4 C# 
And now she un - der - stands that she does - n't a. a man——__— 
C#H* | er le 
And no- bod- y knows just she's not iz ing ion 


U1. C#sus4 CH* 2. C#H* —s 1 B* 


And now she un- der- stands that she 


Note: These fingerings are used with a capo across the second fret. 


C# sus4 B* 
Gna fret) rey fret) & fret) (7th fret) 


Cee eee 
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LIVING IN THE NUCLEAR AGE 


(Renaissance Song) 
Music & Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky 
Additional Music by Paul Phillips 
Freely 
J = 126 
Dm* 
1. I looked for a rea- son looked for the eae 
looked to re- li- gion I tried to have faith But bu - 


looked for some hope but there was none in sight Death and de - struc - 
man-i-ty's in-san-i- ty is a hard truth to face Mis - siles and mad - 
F Gm D Bb 
= ee = esta 
7 a a 
tion in the minds of men at the ush of a 
ness_ tak - ing o- ver the land i +so- a- tion and 
SSS oe “OPER SEE ai 
but - ton it could be the aaa == My brain's pet - ting cloud -y 
sad - ness and it's way out of hand —_ My head's feel - ing help - less tikes 


fee] - in' some rage and it's all part of liv- — ing in the nu - cle - ar 
I'm caught in a cage and il's just a re-ac- tion to the nu - cle - ar 
Dm Dm* C7 A Tt Dm [2 Dm Dm* 
age 2. I It's a sign of in -dif- 
age 
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When we made our first album, 
! Thought You'd Be Taller!, we 
named our publishing company 
after our cat, Bodacious. 

It seemed fitting, since the 
dictionary defines "bodacious" 
as an adjective meaning 

“bold and daring." 


THE PRINCE 
CHARMING 
TANGO 


| met you on a rainy day 

But the sun's been out since 
And | knew from that moment 
That you were my prince 

Funny how life is 

Always a big surprise 

| thought the man of my dreams 
Would have blue eyes 


And | thought you'd be taller 
| thought you'd be rich 

| didn't think you'd be moody 
And at times such a bitch 

| thought you'd be brilliant 

A real Einstein 

But you'd rather watch T.V. 
Than challenge my mind 

| thought you'd be happy 
And never complain 

But you're so neurotic 

You make me feel sane! 


| dreamt about you 

Did you dream about me? 
You wore shining armor 
And you rescued me 
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Funny how dreams are 

Not always as they seem 

My handsome prince turned out 
To be more of a queen 


You're not as romantic 

As I'd hoped you'd be 

You never buy flowers 

At least not for me 

We never go strolling 

Or watch the sun set 

We haven't made love outdoors 
Since the night that we met 
| thought you'd be athletic 
With muscles for days 

But | guess it don't matter 
‘Cause | love you the same 


Do do do do, do do do do do do do 

Nya nya nya nya nya, nya nya nya 
nya nya nya 

But don't fear my darling 

‘Cause you know it's you | adore 

And | know you can't be blamed 

If at times you're a bore 


BEST FRIENDS 


| was sixteen 

Going on twenty-one 

| called it a relationship 
You called it having fun 


We were best friends 

Doing things kids do 

And no matter what you'd like to 
think 

We were lovers too 


Chorus: 


Boys will be boys 
If they are left to their own devices 
Boys will be boys 
But often they make sacrifices 
Men will be men will be men 

will be men 
Afraid of being boys 


We shared all our secrets 
‘Round an open fire 

And wrestled with each other 
As we wrestled with desire 


We walked along together 
Til you ran off in fright 
And me, | took a left 

And you, you took a right 


(Chorus) 


Sometimes you're too young to 
know 

Some things you just outgrow 

But | know what | felt for you 

And it must have scared the hell 
out of you 


Now we are two grown men 
Two very different lives 

I'm happy with my lover 

You seem happy with your wife 


We are two grown men 
Trying to pretend 

That nothing ever happened 
That we were only friends 


(Chorus) 


OUTFIELD BLUES 


The birds are singin' me a tune 

I'm hangin’ on 'til the month of June 
And all the flowers are in bloom 

In the outfield 


They split us up into teams 

No one wanted to get stuck with 
me 

So I'm as far as | can be 

I'm in the outfield 


Well, try as | might 

It's an uphill fight 

And | never can catch that ball 
Each time we arrive 

At choosin' up sides 

I'm left standin’ against the wall 


Basketball's another sport 

That's not much fun when you're 
so short 

| try to dribble but | just drool 

And | know that that doesn't look 
too cool 


| don't like soccer and football's 
obscene 

And what do all those numbers 
mean? 

| can't be bothered to get the rules 
down 

So | just run in circles making animal 
sounds 
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Well sometimes I'm hopin' 

That my bones'll get broken 

Just so | can be excused 

From all the harassment 

That | get from my classmates 

Who always blame me when they 
lose 


I'm up to bat but it won't be long 

‘Til I'm back where | can do no 
wrong 

All alone to sing my song 

Here in the outfield 


CLOSET CASE 


Working in a suit and tie 

On the twenty-second floor 

A wife who cooks and stays at 
home 

And children to support 

And they provide some comfort 

From your worries and your cares 

But you get your kicks in tearooms 

From ten-minute love affairs 


And that's just fine 

You won't find a lecture here 
But you get more unhappy 
With each passing year 


At the office Christmas party 

Your wife is at your side 

But with all the pretty women 

It's the men who catch your eye 

The old ones are distinguished 

And the young ones are so sweet 

And you would like to dance with 
them 

But you have to be discreet 


Holding onto ideals 

That you don't understand 
Sacrificing all the love 
You'd like to give to a man 


Martinis on a Friday 

Business lunch at noon 

The secretary's curious 

Why you left your desk so soon 
Rushing out to meet someone 
You never thought would call 
‘Cause you were slightly older 
And he was dark and tall 


Now he is there beside you 

But there's no place to go 
‘Cause he has got a roommate 
And you've got a family at home 


Closet case 


WOMB ENVY 


When | was a youngster 

Playing house was all the rage 

And | always played the mommy 

And they all thought it was just a 
stage 

But as | grew older 

Still | wished to be a lady 

Not so | could have a man 

But so | could have a baby! 


Chorus: 


Womb envy 

| know it's kinda strange 
Womb envy 

But please let me explain 
Womb envy 

| know it's kinda crazy 


I've got womb envy 
| want to have a baby 


Now | like my equipment 

| wouldn't trade it for the world 

But | might trade it for nine months 
If | could only be a girl 

Now | don't wanna wear a dress 
Or be somebody's wife 

| just want to have a chance 

To feel the miracle of life! 


(Chorus) 


I'd do it naturally 

No Platex formula for me 

I'd study Lamaze and read 
Dr. Spock 

If | could just be blessed with 
pregnancy 


Well maybe someday science 

Will make it a reality 

If it's been done in test tubes 

Then why not inside of me? 

I'm every bit as loving 

And gentle as can be 

Oh, Lord give me a chance to 
prove 

My maternity! 


(Chorus) 


Our first cover photo — from the January '85 issue of Coming Up! 


(Photo: Irene Young) 
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(I CAN HAVE) 
ATTITUDE 


Last night | tasted caviar 

Drank the best champagne and 
wine 

But | acted oh so bored 

Like | do it all the time 

(I do it all the time) 


Last night | met some people 
Who tried to bring me down 
With their sharp-edged razor wit 


But | let them know I'd been around 


(I've been around) 


Chorus: 


| can be aloof 
| can be rude 
| can have 
Attitude 


Last night | met somebody 
A very pretty man 

He wanted to seduce me 
But | said | had other plans 


(Chorus) 


Last night | took a taxi 

To avery posh affair 

Mingled with the well-to-do 
Wond'ring what | was doing there 


(Chorus) 


| can be aloof 
| can be rude 


CAT AND MOUSE 


| walked into the party 

And there you were again 
Looking so elusive 

Looking so pretend 

You smiled at me across the room 
Turned away and then 

Holding up the wall 

Continued teasing all the men 


Chorus: 


Well I'm not interested in playing 
games with you 

Honey, | don't have the time 

I'm not a cat, you're not a mouse 

So please make up your mind 


Sometimes it's nice to take the time 
To slowly work it out 

| love to flirt and | can flirt 

Til I'm all flirted out 

If you want me to go away 

There's nothing to feel hurt about 
But if you want to get laid 

I'd rather you just blurt it out 


(Chorus) 


You are like a mystery 

A challenge to unfold 

But the plot is quickly weakening 

And the drama's growing old 

Perhaps | should be more 
aggressive 

Perhaps | should be blunt 

But you just seem so terrified 

Of getting what you want 


‘Cause honey, you've got sex 
appeal 

Written on your baby face 

And your arms and legs and hmm 
hmm hmm 

And every other place 

But hot and cold, then cold and hot 

Really drags out the chase 

And I've begun to think 

Perhaps you're just a basket case 


(Chorus) 


I'm not a cat, you're not a mouse 
Make up your goddamn mind! 


(Photo: Irene Young) 


PAINT BY 
NUMBERS (SONG 
FOR FRANCES) 


A teenage girl makes headlines 

In the Seattle news 

For questioning religion 

In 1932 

Frances Farmer was her name 

She had ideas in her head 

They tried to stop her crazy dreams 
She never heard a word they said 
When they told her 


Chorus: 


Paint by numbers 
Color in the lines 
March in rhythm 
Never out of time 
Paint by numbers 
Walk in single file 
Learn the system 
Conform to the style 


To Hollywood she travelled 

To be an actress there 

And everyone was dazzled 

By her beauty and her flair 

But Frances wasn't satisfied 

With all the money and the fame 
They tried to teach her all the rules 
But she refused to play the game 
When they told her 


(Chorus) 
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But that's not how Picasso painted 
That's not how Beethoven played 
They rearranged tradition 

And history was made 

That's not how Picasso painted 
That's not how Beethoven played 
They dared to be different 

And did it their own way 


They locked away poor Frances 

Told her she was insane 

And shocked her with the 
treatments 

That slowly killed her brain 

But her spirit lives with me 

And that is why | sing this song 

‘Cause when a brilliant mind is put 
away 

My senses tell me something's 
wrong 

When they tell you 


(Chorus) 


SHE HAS A 
THING (FOR MEN 
WHO LOVE MEN) 


Chorus: 


She has a thing for men who love 
men 

They just want to be her friend 

She has a thing for men who love 
men 

She falls in love with them 


Her closest friend in high school 
Stole her heart away 

The damage was already done 
When she found out he was gay 
She tried to understand 

That it would never work 

She felt like she'd been deceived 
And he felt like a jerk 


(Chorus) 


Her oldest friend in college 
Came out to her one day 

But neither of them listened 
To aword he had to say 

They put away his fantasies 
And shut the closet door 

His lips said "I love you" 

But his eyes said "| need more" 


(Chorus) 


And she doesn't understand 
Why she thinks she needs a man 
And nobody knows just why 
She can never find a guy 


One day she met a woman 

Who asked her for a date 

She had no time to refuse 

Or to explain that she was straight 
Courted like a schoolgirl 

Treated equal like a friend 

She finally found the love 

That she'd been looking for in men 


And now she understands 
That she doesn't need a man 
And nobody knows just why 
She's not looking for a guy 


LIVING IN THE 
NUCLEAR AGE 
(RENAISSANCE 
SONG) 


| looked for a reason 

| looked for the light 

| looked for some hope 

But there was none in sight 
Death and destruction 

In the minds of men 

At the push of a button 

It could be the end 


My brain's getting cloudy 
I'm feeling some rage 
And it's all part of living 

In the nuclear age 


| looked to religion 

| tried to have faith 

But humanity's insanity 
Is a hard truth to face 
Missles and madness 
Taking over the land 
Isolation and sadness 
And it's way out of hand 
My head's feeling helpless 
Like I'm caught in a cage 
And it's just a reaction 
To the nuclear age 


It's a sign of indifference 
It's a sign of the times 

It's somebody's death wish 
But it sure isn't mine 


Poets and painters 
Minstrels and friends 
Come out of the woodwork 
Be merry again 

Lift up your glasses 

A joyful heart bring 

Come along dancing 

Join with us and sing 

With the spirit of friendship 
And awill to be free 

We shall go forth 
Creatively 


With fire in our hearts 
We shall set the stage 
And call for an end 

To the nuclear age 


(Photo: Irene Young) 
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() Larry Havluck, GLC Voice () 


April 7, 1986 


Since the beginning of the industry, 
recording artists have been dealing 
with the much discussed phenomenon 
known as "Sophomore Jinx," which 
often befalls second albums of 
emerging artists such as Romanovsky 
& Phillips. 


An artist or group's debut album is 
often crammed with favorite songs 
and/or most requested hits of the artists 
from their years of performance 
leading up to their first album. The 
second disc gets the leftovers. The 
unfortunate follow-up disc faces many 
obstacles. It is doomed to be com- 
pared mercilessly to its predecessor. 
Often the second album is rushed out 
to capitalize on the stars' new-found 
popularity. No wonder so many 
careers get stalled and some totally 
dismantled. 


I'm happy to report that Romanov- 
sky & Phillips are too talented and too 
prolific to have fallen into that trap. 
You might actually enjoy Trouble in 
Paradise even more than its older 
sibling. After a few listens, I was 
hooked for good. 


One answer to this success story may 
lie in the decision of the boys to go 
with an outside producer, Teresa Truil. 
This freed them from worrying about 
many of the more taxing aspects of 
recording and allowed them to concen- 
trate on the material itself. 


One may argue with a few of the 
arrangement decisions, but I admire the 
overall professional sound. ~The 
recording is crystal clear and the 
musicians, many of them personal 
friends of the producer, play with 
enthusiasm and polish. 


Everything, down to the lyric sheet 


and liner notes, speaks of performers 
who mean to do business and to enjoy 
this job they've created for themselves. 


Trouble in Paradise also defines 
certain roles, if you will; of the duo as 
individuals in the recording studio. 
Ron Romanovsky emerges as the chief 
song-writer, more prolific and with a 
broader range in styles. 


Paul Phillips takes the good songs 
and makes them sound the best they 
can with inventive vocal arrangements. 
He also adds needed zing to both the 
live and recorded performances with 
his showy, campy, and sometimes 
"bitchy" tone. 


The chemistry works! It left this 
listener hoping most of their 'Trouble' 
is behind them and Romanovsky & 
Phillips will continue to record again 
and again!! 


Stand-out new songs include 'Guilt 
Trip', which hits home to anyone of 
Catholic background and/or recovering 
from another shattered affair. Paul 
takes Ron's words and runs with 
‘em... "You ruined my life, deciding to 
leave; but you're going to suffer, if 
I'm going to grieve...” 


For me, the song that says the most 
actually says the least. Ron's best lyric 
so far could touch the heart of the most 
jaded among us. “He told me that he 
needed me, but who was he really 
whispering to? Was it some man I 
turned out not to be? Or was it just 
some other fantasy? He wasn't talking 
to me, sure wasn't talking to me..." 


"He Wasn't Talking To Me" is just 
another example of the evident growth 
and evolution of this former cabaret act 
known as Romanovsky & Phillips. 
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CCCCECCCCOCELCCCECECECCECCCECCCCCECEECOCCCCECECOECE EE 


WHAT KIND OF SELF-RESPECTING 
FAGGOT Am I? 


Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky & Paul Phillips 
Music by Ron Romanovsky 


Fifties "doo-wop" feel 


4 
ni) 
C#m A 
1. Guess that I was des -  tined to be the 
2. moved to San Fran- cis- co it seemed the 


kind of guy who nev - er real - ly fits in and nev - er keeps. _in time so 
place to be, but I'm not in- to dis - co and bars in - tim - i - date me, my 


. 


now I've start - ed ask - in' the ques - tion on my mind What kind of 
on- ly can of Cris - co is where it's s'posed to be What kind of 


self - re - spect - in fag- got am 1? pees | 
self - re Sees - ii tie - Got am I? = 3. Don't 


own a sin- gle rec - ord by Bar - bra, Bette or Ju- ay 
4. I don't brunch on Sun - days don't own a set of weights 
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Heard of Bet- te Da- vis but nev- er saw her mov- ies 
would - n't dream of screw - ing til = af- ter sev- 'ral dates I 
Guess I'm ir- re- on -si - ble it seems I've shirked my du- ty 
know it's quite pa - ‘thet - ic I might as well _ be straight 


What kind of self - re - spect - ing fag - got am I? 
What kind of self - re - spect - ing fag - got am I? 


I don't read mag -a - zines like G. Q. my 
(Instrumental break) 


hair's too long, my clothes are out of style And when the 


con - ver - Sa - tion turns to Broad - way shows all I can do is sit and 
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SS Sa 


hard to be a ho - mo it's hard to play the game when —_—s you don't own a 
Dm Bb Cc F Dm 
SSS SS ea = ——=——— 
post - er of Mar -i- lyn what's her name? I know it's hard to fath - om 


It's real - ly quite a shame What kind of self - re - spect - ing fag -got am I? 


repeat and fade 


00 an to a fret) 7 fret) ae fret) - fret) en an 


PEreLiee 
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GUILT TRIP 


Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky 
Music by Ron Romanovsky & Paul Phillips 


Rubato, with high drama 


C#7* 
1. _I gave you my heart to have andto hold You warmed it at 
2. You ru- ined my life de-cid-ingto leave But you're gon - na 


first then you dropped it cold Now ace want to be friends 
suf - fer if I'm gon- na __ grieve ow you like to tra - vel 
C# 
Oh is- n't that sweet Well may- be I can but 
You like be- ing a- lone — Well here's a lit- tle trip you can 
C#T* F#m C#7 F#m 


first you'll have to ge on a re- treat a Not the kind of a va- 
take“ all by your  lit- tle self at home _ Not the kindof ava- 


ca- tion for re- lax - ing in the shade, I'm talk- in' ‘bout a Guilt Trip 
ca- tion where you lay out in the sun, I'm talk- in’ 'bout a Guilt Trip 
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C#7 F#m faster, with 
a vengeance 


all ex- pen- ses paid! Leave your prob - lems 
mis- er- y _ for one! 


far be - hind, take mine a- long in- _ stead It's what you de- __ serve ‘cause you've been 


Bm F#m CHT 
eee 


Pack your suit-case fullof sor-rowand lock your -selfin- 


I do not want to see you smil- ing You're not sup - 
F#m 
posed to have a good time You should - n't think a- bout your 


| 1. Fm 


bilo SoS eae Se 


feel - ings You should on - ly be con- cerned with mine Hey! Hey! 
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F#m 
side you 


far be - hind, take 
play - ing with my 


ve been 


C#7 
lock your - self in - 


Leave your prob - lems 
serve 'cause you 


m 


Bm 
sor - row and 
F#m 


It's what you de - 
F# 
Sit fret) 


F#m 
suit - case full of 


Bm 
0 


m 


) 


cam - er-a be - 


stead Hey! 
bet - ter but 


C#7 


-cerned with mine 
kindof ava- 


F#m 


I'll be sat - is - fied! Hey! Hey! Hey! Hey! Hey! 
C#7 F#m 
ca - tion that you taketojustun- windI'm  talk-in''bouta 
hind! 
C#7* 
(9th fret) 
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Hey! Pack your 


ay 


Hey! 


Guilt Trip, leave your 
C#7 


Hey! Not the 


mine a - long in - 
head Hey! 
won't feel an 


C#T 


Note: These fingerings are used with a capo across the second fret. 
B 


eee: 


F#m 
0 000 
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Lost EMOTIONS 


Music & Lyries by Ron Romanovsky 


Slow ballad 


1. I am leav- ing on a _ jour- ney strik- ing out a- lone 
2. I am_ sit- ting with my broth- er in a res- tau- rant 
3. I am walk- in with my  lov- er the night is cool and clear 
4 (instrumental) 


KK 
fo my friend has come to see me off and 
ca I'm re- dis- cov- ‘ring a long lost friend 
ie And ev- ‘ry - thing he sayS to me is 


now it's time to go ont I want to hold him 
list- ‘ning to him talk a And know - ing that he 
what I want to hear _ Wait- ing for the 


I want to hold him 


G#/B# 
in my arms tuck my head and cry Se. but with peo - ple 
un - der- stands and sees in- to my soul _ I want to reach out 
light to change we both want to em - brace iz, but si-lent- ly we 
In my arms tuck my head and cry = but with peo - ple 
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all a- round we sim- pl say good - bye — 
for his hand but that would break the rule 

both a- gree that this is not the place ss 
all a- round we sim- ply say good- bye a 


Note: These fingerings are used with a capo across the second fret. 


FH/A# 


C#m G#/B# A B 
o_o XX_00 


LELLik 
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To MYSELF 


Music & Lyrics by Paul Phillips 


Slowly, with feeling 


Cmaj7 Dm7/C bass Em7/C bass Dm7/Cbass 


1. I 
Dm7/G bass 
want- ed more than an- y- thing to be the man you need - ed I 
night we met I liked you but I nev- er thought I'd love you it's 
Cmaj7 Em7 Dm7 Dm7/Gbass E7 


thought at times that it would work I thought I had suc- ceed- ed But 
fun- ny how as time went on I want- ed so much of you You 
Am D Am B7/D# bass 


ee ee 


all a- long you knew the truth you knew that _ it would be no use to 
seemed to like ‘me from the start ] soon be- lieved we'd ne- ver part it 


Em7 F Dm7/G bass } 1. Cmaj7 Dm/7/C bass 


kee on try - in uess I was ny - in to my - self 2. The 
seemed worth try - ing ane I was Be : ng y 
2. Cmaj7 Cc C/B bass Am sone bass 
= a ai 5 =o = 
to my- self I want - ed to know you, let my love show 
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Em7 Em7/A bass Am Am/G bass F FE bass 


let me be the fool How could you be so cruel? Why did- n't you tell me? You 
Dm7 Em7 Em7/A bass A A/G bass 
————5—y SESE CA BE on RS PE ee Se Ee ES OE oo. EE 
=. aa 
put me through hell We nev -- er had a chance to find our sweet ro - mance, but you knew 
F F/E bass Dm7 Dm7/G —— Dm7/C bass Em7/C bass 


did - n't you? Why did - n't you tell me too? 
Dm7/C bass Cmaj7 Em7 Dm7/G bass 
So now I guess it's o - ver, but I just can't seem to face it 
Cmaj7 Em7 Dm7 Dm7/Gbass__E7 
a 
se = 
seems I'm al - ways look- ing for an - oth- er to re- place it But 
B7/D# bass E F#m7_ E7/G# bass 


fe eee eee Be 


fi- nal-ly I'm break- ing free I'm  leam-ingto de-pendonme I've just stopped try - ing 


Am Dm7 Dm7/G bass G Cmaj7 Dm7/C bass Em7/Cbass Dm7/Cbass Cmaj7 


but I'm still cry - ing to my - self 
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Cmaj7 Dial Em7 a 
000 0 00 


Tertite 


athe bass aS bass Bip bass C/B eg 


TiBEELE 


Am/G bass Em7/Abass F/Ebass E7/G#bass Em7/Cbass A/G bass 


Een & 
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WIMP 


Music & Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky 


Moderate folk tempo 


J = 130 


p= == CD G CD —_ : : 


Sa ae 


1. Took my shirt to ieee clean - in an ho-ur they'd have it 
2. Took my friend out to din - ie the Top of the Mark was 
Mar - tin - aa should have com - plained when the ru - ined it but i in 
where we went the wait- er was rude an so was the food but 
stead a- po- lo- aed ‘Cause I'ma Wimp and 
tipped him thir - ty- five per- cent ‘Cause I'ma Wimp and i 
Cc D G Cc D 
————= 2S a eae ASL 
know it I take ev-'ry op-por-tu- ni- ty I can to show it I'm a Wimp 
know it I take all the an - ger I feel and stow it I'm a Wimp 
G 
oa SS 
swear it The shoe does- n't fit but I'll 
I swear it I'd rath- er be mad at my - self 
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still wear it I'ma Wimp == —o- = 
than share it I'ma Wimp = 


2. G tacet A C—s— -D 


My ther-a-pist says oe I'm not real - ly weak at all 


She says I don't need 2 to al - ways be meek and small She 


thinks I'm just lack - ing a sense of self- worth but I know some - day I'll in- 
ACH 3 
her- it the earth heat went out in De- cem- 
é - = 
ber so I gave the land - lord a ring He saidhewasbu-sy I 
G lacet 
said, "Of coined don't mind wait - ing 'til Spring" ‘CauseI'm a Wimp and I 


VPI DIIDVID IAI IDD DD DDD DAD DD DADDA DADA IID ADDI DA DDIDDIDIDIVIIIIIDD 
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know it I take ev - 'ry chance tobe strong _and blow it I'ma Wimp I 


swear it I should be as - ser - tive but I just don't dare it I'ma Wimp 
Cc D G tacet A 
SS 
a ant My ther- a- pist says I'm 
C-———, D G tacet A C—3-——, D 


——_ 
not real - ly weak at all She saysI don't need = to al - ways be meek and small 
G Ent eee gos I< B/D#,—- I— 
2. > as meet 
— — — —— — Fs Re ee See ee Fe = 
SS hr ee 
She thinks I'm just lack- ing a sense of self- worth but 
GD. —3—— sci ~~ cD G 
I know some- day I'll in- her- it the earth 
G A D D7 Am 
000 0 t) 0 0 t) 0 
Em B/D# G/B A/C# Cc 


(7th fret) (6th fret) 
x x x x 0 00 
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HOMOPHOBIA 


Music & Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky & Paul Phillips 


Rubato, with drama 


1. There was a man who took a stand to try to shed some light He 
lib- 'rals say that it's o- kay for peo- ple to be queer As 


(SSS 


said that sex - ref- ‘rence is ba- sic hu- man_ right 
long as __ they dont aunt it but it Seems to me my _ dear That 
Cc Em 
{i a i CAS SC eee MARAIS Emme Rea 
school board laid him off and said the bud- get was too tight But it 
we've seen straight folks flaunt their sex- u- al- i- ty for years 
sounds sus- pi- cious - like ho- mo- pho- bi- a to me 
Sounds sus- pi- cious - y like ho- mo- pho - bi- ato me There 
Em Bm 
wo- man with a child of six could find no place to live And 
was a man who shot our. first gay su- per- vi- sor dead The 
Em B 
SSS SS SS 
fi- mal- ly her lov - er said, "Why don't yon just move in?" The 
Twin- kies made him do it that's what his ‘at- for- ney said He 
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land- lord made ex- cu-_ ses and raised the rent a-_ gain 
could have got- ten life but he got sev- en years in-_ stead 
Am B 
Sounds sus- pi-  cious- like ho- mo- pho- bi- a to me 
Sounds sus- pi-  cious- ly like ho- mo- pho- bi- a to me 


It hap - pens ev- 'ry day No mat- ter what they say 


It hap- pens all the time It's not con - sid - ered crime 


It's just be- cause you're ga 
It's jrast an- oth- ‘ er aan 


Ho - mo - pho - bi- a 


It hap - pens ev - il - where 
Ho - mo- pho- bi- a to the 


It hap - pens dykes 


Ho - mo- pho- bi- a a2 Ho - ho - ho - mo - pho - bi- a 
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You know it's out of fear It's . just be- cause you're queer 
And fag - gots on their bikes The young and old “ a- like 


Ho- mo-_ pho- 
Ho- mo-_ pho- 


AIDS has claimed so ma- ny _ lives and still there is no cure And if they 


don't spend more on re - search it will keep on kill- ing more Be- cause it's called a gay dis - ease it's 


(tS 


ea- sy to ig- nore Which — sounds a lot like bla- tant ho- mo-  pho- bi- a to me 
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ho - 
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Ho - 


ho - mo - pho - bi- a 


i] 
' 
5 
' 
9 
a 
a 
' 
9 
=] 
' 
fe) 
| 


ho - 
repeat and fade 


‘ 


Ho - 


0 


Am 
0 


7a a 


Ho - mo - pho - bi - a 
C 


Ho - mo - pho - bi- a 


ho - mo - pho - bi- a 
ho - mo - pho - bi- a 


ho - 


ho - mo - pho - bi- a 
Bm 


ho - mo - pho - bi- a 


Ho - 


Em 
0 000 
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TROUBLE IN PARADISE 


Music & Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky 


Fast folk tempo 


Cc 
ima 
‘ 
° 
= 
i<j 
im 
° 
a 
= 
= 
' 
3° 
a 
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.This is the sto- ry 
2. Oneofthemwas friend -ly 


of two gay lov- ers They lived to - geth - er they loved each 
his good points show - ing The oth- er qui- et much less out - 


=p SS 
oth- er Each time I saw them I was in- spir - ed 
go - ing One of them was cer- tain their love was last - ing 


VY as 
They were re - spect - ed they were ad - mir- ed 
The oth- er longed for the boys in pass - ing 
B E Am E 
seats Deere et es ee 
But their love was storm- y much like the weath - er 
Cel- e- brat- ing six years Try - ing hard for sev- en 
B E Am B 
: — ee oe ae 
They'd pull a- part then get back to - geth- er Uh- 
An un- ex- pect- ed lov- er in- ter- rupt- ed heav- en Uh- 
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Sasa 


What a - boutthis —_trau - ma, can they get _ past it? And thisnew _ro - mance, 


: a A X y) 
——— ' 


will their love out - last it? Well love is nev - er eas - y it 


But an- y love worth hav - ing's gon - na take some sac-ri- fice Don't 


ee ee 


runa-way from trou - ble in par-a - ais Uh 


- oh __ Trou - ble in 


= SSS 


par- a- dise Uh - oh __ Trou - ble in par- a- dise 


, : + B Cifm A 


Le; / 
Trou-blein par -a - dise! 


Note: These fingerings are used with a capo across the second fret. 


C#m B Am E A 
oo ~—_ th fret) 0 000 
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THE ANSWERING MACHINE SONG 


Music & Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky 


Moderate folk/country feel 


1. I met you at Jim's house one Fri- day night 
seems that you are nev- er at home 


gh 


You were with Tim, but then 1 was with Mike We went out for drinks and we 
You nev- er an-  sweryour tel-e - phone I'm so tired of talk - ing to your 


SS SSS 


had a great time you gaveme yournum- ber and I gaveyou mine You 
an - swering mach- ine Areyou real- ly a- way orare you justbe- ing mean? 


told me to call and we'd do it a- gain But I bet you say that to 
May - be you don't real- ly like me at all May - be you're real - ly just 


all of the men  2.'Cause it (Spoken:) Hello this is Robert. I'm sorry that I'm 


screen- ing my phone call 


A E F#7 B 
not here to answer the phone but please leave a message at the sound of the tone (beep!) 
© 1985 Ron Romanovsky 65 


ee 
3. I dial your num- ber at least twice a da a 
4. Why do ‘you both- er hav- ing it on? When 
A 
Sra a eee 
a, 
glut- ton for pu- ish- ment what can I say? When I hear it ring I'mon 
I leave a mes- sage you nev - er re- spond Well I should be hurt but I'm 


need- les and _ pins Til I hear a click and the 
wor- ried in- stead Per- haps you've been kid- napped or 


mes - sage be - gins I know it by heart and I wait for the tone 
may - be you're dead All kinds of night - mares are — goin'throughmy brain I'd 


feel - ing re - ie - ed feel- ing a- lone 'cause Thir- ty se - conds is - n't 
call the po-lice butIdon't know your last name A-void -ingphonecalls is a 
long e- rs To tell you ev- 'ry- thing I feel 
sch - — ence But con - Jer Sa- tion is an art 
: C#m F#m A B 
Why did you give me your num- ber if you did - n't want to talk to me for 
Why did you give me your num - ber if you on- ly meant to break my 
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real? (Spoken:) Hello Robert, this is David Remember, we met the other night? 
heart? (Spoken:) Hello Robert, this is David again... you probably didn't get my earlier 
E7 
Well, um, I'm not really sure why I called, I guess I just 
message so I just thought I'd call back and uh, I was just wondering what you're doing 


called to say hello, so... hello! hah hah... my number is 665-8832 beep! 
tomorrow night, I thought maybe if you weren't doing anything else maybe we could uh.... beep 


Thir - ty sec - onds is- n't long e- nough to tell you ev - 'ry - thing I 
Why did you give me your num - ber if you 
| A B ritard~ Ea = A a 
did - n't want to talk to me for anor 


Note: These fingerings are used with a capo across the second fret. 
E E7 A FH#7 F#m B B7 C#m 
0 0 000 © 0 0 000 a) C) 
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HE WASN'T TALKING To ME 


Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky 
Music by Ron Romanovsky & Paul Phillips 


Slow ballad 


1. He told me that he loved me But who was he _ real -ly talk - ing 
told me that he need - ed me But who was he _ real-ly say - ing 
Gm7 C/E Cc F C/E Dm Cc Bb 
= 
to? Was it my __ bod - y, smooth and warm __ shel - ter - ing 
it to? Was it his _lov - er, miles a- way __ that he was 
F/A Gm7 Dm F C/E Dm 
Ne ) + 
him from some e- mo - tion - al storm? He was-n't talk -ing to n= 
mis -sing so bad - ly that day? He was-n't talk-ing to me ~~ 


Cc 1. Bb F/A Gm7 F Bb F Bb F T2. Bb 


— 2. He He was - n't 
F/A Gm7 F Bb F Am7 


talk- ing to me 


Bbmaj7 Dm 


rs 239 PSF 


prom - is- ing me With the pas - sion of his words __ But now it's 
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Am7 
who was he 
He was - n't 


tion | 
SSS 


not to be? 
C/E 


— 
Bb 


ver - sa- 
But 


out 
He was- n't talk- ing to me 


Gm7 
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DON'T USE YOUR PENIS (FOR A BRAIN) 


Music & Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky 
Additional Lyrics by Paul Phillips 


Moderate calypso-tango feel 


a I think pe - nis-es are won-der- ful I like to play with 
2. Some men are al- ways col-  lect- ingthings like sportscars,guns and 
them Mas-tur-ba - tion is loads of fun andsois  lov- ing Sis - er men 
knives They seem tothinkofthemas mas - cu - line ex- ten-sionsof  theirsize 
Watch them grow be - fore your eyes, lie back and watch them 
Per - haps it rakes them feel “se - cure or smart or e-- ven 
shrink! can do a lot of ee but don't use them 
tall But that es of ma- cho rea- son- ing can on- ly screw = 
F tacet 
think! Come on now, Don't use your pe - nis for a brain Hard as it may be 
all! Come on boys, Don't use your pe - nis for a brain Hard as it may be 
A7 
you _ real - ly must re - frain ‘Cause it's meant tobringyou  plea-sure _ butit's 
you real - ly must re - frain ‘Cause it's just aman- ly trea- sure no it's 
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bound tobring you pain If you try touse your pe-nis for a brain 
not a gun to aim Sodon't try touse your pe-nis for a brain 
Pe- nis- es are fun but not in- tel - li- gent They have no 
Cc F 
ee ee 
ee ee = 
Pe - nis - es are cute but they're not log - i- cal Don't! jet ther them make de- _ci-- sions for you! 


Bb F 


Se a eee ee es 


—— ae mei gd Bhp | 


We've got a pres-i- dent who's so con- fused can't tell right from 
[Alternate: It ome we've Poot an-oth- er pres-i- dent aie can't tell wrong from 
F Bb : Cc 
a ee eee 
wrong He thinks a mis- sile is a peace-keep- erandthat wea- pons make us 
right He thinks the home -less andthe poor just need a thou-sand points of 
F Gm F Cc 
7 
—— ee 
strong But that kind of ra- tion- ale will on- ly make us 
light But when it comes to fund - ing AIDS he = sel- dom makes’) a 
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CARNIVAL PEOPLE 


Music & Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky 


Moderate folk ballad 


1. Let's hear it for the peo- ple of the stage andthe sil- verscreen and the 
Em7 D 
print - ed page Give us aplace where it’so - to laugh and cry and to 


feel our pain Jest - ers and clowns and car- ni- val peo- ple 


Try- ing to make it a lit- tle bit ea- si- er Sing - ing and play - ing so fine 


All in aday's work Allin a life- time 
Em7 D Em7 D 
= 
2. But it's not _—_all ma - gic as it may seem We're justsmall peo- ple with 
Em7 
great big iene A song and dance, a val - en - tine to help you read be - tween 
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the lines We're not up here to tell you what's right or wrong We have - n't got 


an- swers, we just have our song And we sing and we dance and we play 
Em7 D Em7 D Em7 
= SS SS SS 
wH A QO 
But it's you who's here Look at your-self on the stage 


We fall in love to lose our fear Re - fuse to look 
G A D A G 
7 > 
D ae. a 'y ‘a 
== SoS Sa ee ees 
_ Nee WWW 


in - to amirror But  car-ni- val peo- ple won't tell you _ those lies We'll 


o-penthe door andletyour de-monsin-side gorun-ning wild! And when the show 
D Em7 D Em7 
6 =e = SS 
a, Ve 
is done and the _—lights go on’ It's abrand new day It's a new dawn 


And as you leave don't _ feel a- lone The prize is there so take it home 


Jest - ers and clowns and = car- ni- val peo - ple Try - ing to make it a lit - 
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Em7 
Repeat and fade 


Em7 


Sing - ing and play- ing so fine 
D 
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Trying to stay warm during the shooting of the Trouble in Paradise cover, 
ona chilly November day in San Francisco. (Photo: John Paul) 


WHAT KIND OF 
SELF- 
RESPECTING 
FAGGOT AM I? 


Guess that | was destined 

To be the kind of guy 

Who never really fits in 

And never keeps in time 

So now I've started askin’ 

The question on my mind 

What kind of self-respecting faggot 
am |? 


| moved to San Francisco 

It seemed the place to be 

But I'm not into disco 

And bars intimidate me 

My only can of Crisco 

Is where it's supposed to be 

What kind of self-respecting faggot 
am |? 


Don't own a single record 
By Barbra, Bette, or Judy 
Heard of Bette Davis 

But never saw her movies 
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Guess I'm irresponsible 

It seems I've shirked my duty 

What kind of self-respecting faggot 
am |? 


| don't read magazines like GQ 
My hair's too long 

My clothes are out of style 
And when the conversation 
Turns to Broadway shows 

All| can do is sit and smile 


| don't brunch on Sundays 

Don't own a set of weights 

| wouldn't dream of screwing 

‘Til after several dates 

| know it's quite pathetic 

| might as well be straight 

What kind of self-respecting faggot 
am |? 


It's so hard to be a homo 

It's hard to play the game 

When you don't own a poster 

Of Marilyn (what's her name?) 

| know it's hard to fathom 

It's really quite a shame 

What kind of self-respecting faggot 
am |? 


GUILT TRIP 


| gave you my heart 

To have and to hold 

You warmed it at first 

Then you dropped it cold 

Now you want to be friends 

Oh, isn't that sweet?! 

Well maybe | can 

But first you'll have to go ona 
retreat 

Not the kind of a vacation 

For relaxing in the shade 

I'm talking ‘bout a guilt trip 

All expenses paid! 


Chorus: 


Leave your problems far behind 

Take mine along instead 

It's what you deserve 'cause you've 
been 

Playing with my head 

Pack your suitcase full of sorrow 

And lock yourself inside 

You won't feel any better 

But I'll be satisfied! 


You ruined my life 

Deciding to leave 

But you're gonna suffer 

If I'm gonna grieve 

Now you like to travel 

You like being alone 

Well here's a little trip 

You can take all by your little self at 
home 

Not the kind of a vacation 

Where you lay out in the sun 

I'm talking ‘bout a guilt trip 

Misery for one! 


(Chorus) 


| do not want to see you smiling 

You're not supposed to have a 
good time 

You shouldn't think about your 
feelings 

You should only be concerned 
with mine 


(Chorus) 


Not the kind of a vacation 
That you take to just unwind 
I'm talking ‘bout a guilt trip 
Leave your camera behind! 
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LOST EMOTIONS 


| am leaving on a journey 

Striking out alone 

My friend has come to see me off 
And now it's time to go 

| want to hold him in my arms 
Tuck my head and cry 

But with people all around 

We simply say goodbye 


| am sitting with my brother 

In a restaurant 

I'm rediscovering a long-lost friend 
Listening to him talk 

And knowing that he understands 
And sees into my soul 

| want to reach out for his hand 
But that would break the rule 


| am walking with my lover 

The night is cool and clear 
And everything he says to me 
Is what | want to hear 

Waiting for the light to change 
We both want to embrace 

But silently we both agree 
That this is not the place 


| want to hold him in my arms 
Tuck my head and cry 

But with people all around 
We simply say goodbye 

We simply said goodbye 


With Teresa Trull during the 
recording of Trouble in Paradise. 


(Photo: Leslie Ann Jones) 


To MYSELF 


| wanted more than anything 

To be the man you needed 

| thought at times that it would work 
| thought | had succeeded 

But all along you knew the truth 
You knew that it would be no use 
To keep on trying 

Guess | was lying to myself 


The night we met | liked you 

But | never dreamed I'd love you 

It's funny how as time went on 

| wanted so much of you 

You seemed to like me from the 
start 

| soon believed we'd never part 

It seemed worth trying 

And | was sighing to myself 


| wanted to know you 

To let my love show 

You let me be the fool 

How could you be so cruel? 
Why didn't you tell me? 
You put me through hell 
We never had a chance 

To find our sweet romance 
But you knew, didn't you? 
Why didn't you tell me, too? 


So now | guess it's over 

But | just can't seem to face it 
It seems I'm always looking for 
Another to replace it 

But finally I'm breaking free 
I'm learning to depend on me 
I've just stopped trying 

But I'm still crying to myself 


WIMP 


Took my shirt to the cleaners 

In an hour they'd have it Martinized 

| should have complained when 
they ruined it 

But instead | apologized 


‘Cause |'m a wimp, and | know it 

| take every opportunity | can to 
show it 

I'm a wimp, | swear it 

The shoe doesn't fit but I'll still wear it 

I'm a wimp 


With Lynn Lavner on the 


"Leather & Lace Tour". 
(Photo: Edd Dundas) 


Took my friend out to dinner 

The Top Of The Mark was where 
we went 

The waiter was rude and so was the 
food 

But | tipped him thirty-five percent 


‘Cause I'm a wimp, and | know it 

| take all the anger | feel and stow it 

I'm a wimp, | swear it 

I'd rather be mad at myself than 
share it 

I'm awimp 

My therapist says I'm not really 
weak at all 

She says | don't need to always be 
meek and small 

She thinks I'm just lacking a sense 
of self-worth 

But | know someday I'll inherit the 
earth... 


The heat went out in December 

So | gave the landlord a ring 

He said he was busy, | said, "Of 
course, 

| don't mind waiting ‘til Spring" 


‘Cause I'm a wimp, and | know it 

| take every chance to be strong 
and blow it 

I'm a wimp, | swear it 

| should be assertive but | just don't 
dare it 

I'm awimp 
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HOMOPHOBIA 


There was a man who took a stand 

To try to shed some light 

He said that sexual preference 

Is a basic human right 

The schoolboard laid him off 

And said the budget was too tight 

But it sounds suspiciously like 
homophobia to me 


A woman with a child of six 
Could find no place to live 
And finally her lover said 
"Why don't you just move in?" 
The landlord made excuses 
And raised the rent again 
Sounds suspiciously like 
homophobia to me 


It happens every day 

No matter what they say 

It's just because you're gay 
Homophobia 


It happens everywhere 

You know it's out of fear 

It's just because you're queer 
Homophobia 


Some liberals say that it's okay 
For people to be queer 
As long as they don't flaunt it 
But it seems to me my dear 
That we've seen straight folks 
Flaunt their sexuality for years 
Sounds suspiciously like 
homophobia to me 


There was aman who shot our 
First gay supervisor dead 

The Twinkies made him do it 
That's what his attorney said 
He could have gotten life 

But he got seven years instead 
Sounds suspiciously like 

homophobia to me 


It happens all the time 
It's not considered crime 
It's just another sign of 
Homophobia 


In 1987 we toured in support of the National March on Washington ... 
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It happens to the dykes 
And faggots on their bikes 
The young and old alike 
Homophobia 


Now AIDS has claimed so many 
lives 

And still there is no cure 

And if they don't spend more on 
research 

It will keep on killing more 

Because it's called a gay disease 

It's easy to ignore 

Which sounds a lot like blatant 
homophobia to me 


It happens left and right 
That's why we must unite 
We've got to stand and fight 
Homophobia 


(Photo: Irene Young) 


IDDIDD DDD DDIDDDddIdd97D9390999003939093399399090090339093 3993993393939 3933D 


POPIFIDIIIDIDIDIDIFIDIVIPIODIDIDAIDIADPIDPDIIDIDIOPDOIIDIDADIPIIDIDIDIPOIDIPIDIIDIDIIDD 


TROUBLE IN 
PARADISE 


Uh-oh, uh-oh, uh-oh! 
This is the story 

Of two gay lovers 

They lived together 

They loved each other 
Each time | saw them 

| was inspired 

They were respected 
They were admired 

But their love was stormy 
Much like the weather 
They'd fall apart 

Then get back together (uh-oh!) 
Uh-oh, trouble in paradise 


One of them was friendly 
His good points showing 
The other quiet 

Much less outgoing 

One of them was certain 
Their love was lasting 

The other longed for 

The boys in passing 
Celebrating six years 
Trying hard for seven 

An unexpected lover 
Interrupted heaven (uh-oh!) 
Uh-oh, trouble in paradise 
Uh-oh, trouble in paradise 


And like a cyclone 

It shook the rafters 
And all their dreams of 
Happy ever afters 


And the love that held them tightly 


Now was pulling them apart 


So twisted was the message of the 


heart 

They'd built a happy life 

No help from wedding bells and 
rice 

And never planned on trouble in 
paradise 

Uh-oh, trouble in paradise 

Uh-oh, trouble in paradise 


Is this the end now 
The final curtain? 

Will they survive it 

Be twice as certain? 
What about this trauma 
Can they get past it? 
And this new romance 
Will their love outlast it? 


... Sang at 
the March... 


... and tried 
valiantly 

to distract 

the policemen. 


Well love is never easy 


Don't run away from trouble in 
It's a lot of give and take paradise 


And it's learning to forgive 
Each new mistake 

But any love worth having's 
Gonna take some sacrifice 


Uh-oh, trouble in paradise 
Uh-oh, trouble in paradise 
Uh-oh, trouble in paradise 
Uh-oh, trouble in paradise! 
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THE ANSWERING 
MACHINE SONG 


| met you at Jim's house 
One Friday night 

You were with Tim 

But then | was with Mike 
We went out for drinks 
And we had a great time 
You gave me your number 
And I gave you mine 
You told me to call 

And we'd do it again 
But I bet you say that 
To all of the men 


‘Cause it seems that 

You are never at home 

You never answer 

Your telephone 

I'm so tired of talking 

To your answering machine 
Are you really away 

Or are you just being mean? 
Maybe you don't really 

Like me at all 

Maybe you're really just 
Screening my phone call 


(Spoken:) Hello, this is Robert. 
I'm sorry that I'm not here to 
answer the phone, but please 
leave a message at the sound 
of the tone. (beep!) 


| dial your number 

At least twice a day 

A glutton for punishment 

What can | say? 

When | hear it ring 

I'm on needles and pins 

‘Til ! hear a click 

And the message begins 

| know it by heart 

And | wait for the tone 

Feeling rejected 

Feeling alone 

‘Cause thirty seconds isn't long 
enough 

To tell you everything | feel 

Why did you give me your number 

If you didn't want to talk to me for 
real? 


Hello Robert, this is David, 
remember we met the other 
night? Well, um, I'm not really 
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sure why | called, | guess | just 
called to say hello, so... hello! 
Hah, hah... my number is 
665-8832 (beep!) 


Why do you bother 

Having it on? 

When | leave a message 

You never respond 

Well | should be hurt 

But I'm worried instead 

Perhaps you've been kidnapped 

Or maybe you're dead 

All kinds of nightmares 

Are goin’ through my brain 

I'd call the police 

But f don't know your last name 

Avoiding phone calls is a science 

But conversation is an art 

Why did you give me your number 

If you only meant to break my 
heart? 


Hello Robert, this is David 
again... you probably didn't 
get my earlier message so | 
just thought I'd call back and, 
uh, | was just wondering what 
you're doing tomorrow night, | 
thought maybe if you weren't 
doing anything else maybe we 
could uh... (beep!) 


Thirty seconds isn't long enough 

To tell you everything | feel 

Why did you give me your number 

If you didn't want to talk to me for 
real? 


HE WASN'T 
TALKING TO ME 


He told me that he loved me 

But who was he really talking to? 

Was it my body, smooth and warm 

Sheltering him from some 
emotional storm? 

He wasn't talking to me 


He told me that he needed me 

But who was he really saying it to? 

Was it his lover, miles away 

That he was missing so badly that 
day? 

He wasnt talking to me 

He wasn't talking to me 


| thought that he was promising me 


With the passion of his words 
But now it's just a dream 

Only a movie scene 

Or a conversation | overheard 


He told me that he wanted me 
But who was he really whispering 
to? 


Was it some man | tured out not to 


be? 

Must have been some other 
fantasy 

He wasn't talking to me 

He wasn‘ talking to me 

He wasn't talking to me 


DON'T USE 
YOUR PENIS 
(FOR A BRAIN) 


1 think penises are wonderful 
| like to play with them 
Masturbation is loads of fun 
And so is loving other men 


Watch them grow before your eyes 


Lie back and watch them shrink 
They can do a lot of things 
But don't use them to think 


Come on now 

Don't use your penis 

For a brain 

Hard as it may be 

You really must refrain 

‘Cause it's meant to bring you 
pleasure 

But it's bound to bring you pain 

If you try to use your penis 

For a brain 


Some men are always collecting 
things 

Like sports cars, guns, and knives 

They seem to think of them as 
masculine 

Extensions of their size 


Perhaps it makes them feel secure 


Or smart or even tall 
But that kind of macho reasoning 
Can only screw us all 
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Come on boys 

Don't use your penis 

For a brain 

Hard as it may be 

You really must refrain 

‘Cause it's just a manly treasure 
No it's not a gun to aim 

So don't try to use your penis 
For a brain 


Penises are fun 

But not intelligent 

They have no 1.Q. 

Penises are cute 

But they're not logical 

Don't let them make decisions for 
you! 


We've got a president who's so 
confused 

He can't tell right from wrong 

He thinks a missile is a 
peacekeeper 

And that weapons make us strong 

But that kind of rationale 

Will only make us dead 

| wish that when he runs the 
country 

He would use his other head 


Come on Ronnie 

Don't use your penis 

For a brain 

Hard as it may be 

You really must refrain 

‘Cause it's not a way to measure 
Your power or your fame 

So don't try to use your penis 
You mustn't try to use your penis 
Please don't try to use your penis 
For a brain 


[Alternate third verse: 


It seems we've got another 
president 

Who can't tell wrong from right 

He thinks the homeless and the 
poor 

Just need a thousand points of 
light 

And when it comes to funding 
AIDS 

He seldom makes a sound 

It's time to stand up and demand 

That he stop dicking us around 


Come on George...] 


CARNIVAL 
PEOPLE 


Let's hear it for 

The people of the stage 

And the silver screen 

And the printed page 

Give us a place where it's okay 

To laugh and cry and to feel our 
pain 


Jesters and clowns 

And carmival people 

Trying to make it 

A little bit easier 

Singing and playing so fine 

All in a day's work, all in a lifetime 


But it's not all magic 

As it may seem 

We're just small people 

With great big dreams 

A song and dance, a valentine 

To help you read between the 
lines 


We're not up here to tell you 

What's right or wrong 

We haven't got answers 

We just have our song 

And we sing and we dance and we 
play 

But it's you who's here 

Look at yourself on the stage 


We fall in love to lose our fear 

Refuse to look into a mirror 

But carnival people won't tell you 
those lies 

We'll open the door and let your 
demons inside 

Go running wild! 


And when the show is done 

And the lights go on 

It's a brand new day 

It's anew dawn 

And as you leave don't feel alone 
The prize is there so take it home 


Jesters and clowns 

And carnival people 

Trying to make it 

A little bit easier 

Singing and playing so fine 

All in a day's work, all in a lifetime 
All in a day's work, all in a lifetime 


81 


82 


() Sarah Chauncey, Lambda Rising Book Report () 


July 1988 


They've done it again! Ron Romanovsky and 
Paul Phillips present a smorgasbord of gay delights 
on Emotional Rollercoaster. The duo combines 
the down-to-earth personability of I Thought 
You'd Be Taller with the slickness and broad 
musical variety of Trouble in Paradise, their first 
and second albums, respectively. 


Get out your chiffon, girls, and get ready for the 
ride! Along the lines of "Red Rubber Ball," the title 
cut is one to which you can't listen and remain still. 
"Emotional Rollercoaster" works on myriad levels, 
including innovative use of stereo recording 
techniques. To get the full effect, listen to it on 
headphones... with your eyes closed. By the end, 
you'll be looking for the cotton candy and the Ferris 
wheel. Soon, you'll have that slightly odd, topsy- 
turvy feeling in the pit of your stomach — which is 
exactly the point. 


Anyone who has seen "The Sodomy Song” 
performed in concert will remember the immortal 
line, "Only an asshole would care / What goes into 
our assholes and who puts it there." Every word is 
right on target. In two minutes and twenty-five 
seconds, this song summarizes the gay rights 
movement, what we're fighting for, and what we're 
up against. "But the danger's not what's in our 
mouths / It's the mouthful of bigotry which they 
espouse / Referring to God and the heavens above 
/ To legislate how we make love." This cut is a 
brilliant illustration of how R&P temper 
confrontation with humor. If you have heard this as 
an upbeat but folksy song, be prepared for a 
surprise. 


R&P do what no other gay musicians — male or 
female — have done before: they address issues of 
importance to lesbians as well as to gay men. Most 
of their cuts — be they parodies of gay life or songs 
about oppression — include women as an integral 
part of the gay community and not as a separate 
entity. Even "The Sodomy Song" speaks to all of us 
{especially those of us who are into loose 
translations!). "The Woman Next Door” is a 
wrenching song about a battered wife. Written and 
performed with a sensitive balance of pain, 
frustration, and fear, this is a reminder that we can 
~~ and need to — watch out for each other. 


For those who like the twists which R&P put on 
songs about relationships, there's "I've Created a 
Monster,” which is reminiscent of the Roche sisters’ 
style. "Be on the Safe Side" is the best rally song 
since "Gentle, Angry People" (and this one is 


upbeat). "Living with AIDS" speaks for itself; 
simple yet direct, the song is emotionally 
compelling. 


On the lighter side sits a satirical song of the 
spiritually correct called "Waltz for the New Age." 
"I'm seeing a Rolfer and getting rebirthed / I've 
given up sugar, red meat and caffeine / Wear 
crystals to keep all my energies clean." 


In concert, R&P are two of the most charismatic 
stage performers around. Their high energy, 
warmth, humor, and vulnerability are inspiring. If 
there was ever a walking definition of gay pride, 
these men are it. They bring new meaning to the 
word "validation." Simply put, Romanovsky and 
Phillips embody a whole new breed of entertainer. 


Campiness is part of the magic of their shows, 
part of what makes them like no other performers. 
But the shows are much more than that. There is 
humor and confrontation. Their shows rely heavily 
on interaction with the audience which leaves 
everyone feeling energized and affirmed. "You 
can't come to our concerts and be passive," 
declares Ron. Always, there is empathy and a spirit 
of unity with the audience. 


One of the reasons Emotional Rollercoaster 
works so well is that it captures each of the 
performers' personalities and gives the listener a 
glimpse of the energy which flourishes in the shows. 
Unlike their previous albums, this one has no solos; 
each song is a team performance. Phillips’ 
exuberant enthusiasm and emotional intensity and 
Romanovsky's wry wit and deadpan playfulness 
shine through. Occasionally the energy goes too 
far, and the production seems less crisp. In a few 
places, the vocals are over-powered by the 
instrumentals, but once the lyrics become familiar 
the problem disappears. 


If I were to listen to this album without the vocals, 
I'd think it was a diverse collection of the Beach 
Boys, Jimmy Buffet, a Dixieland jazz band, a little 
indescribably funky synthopop, and then some. 
They use almost every conceivable musical style 
from a variety of eras — and invent a few others. 
Each is chosen to convey a particular message. 
R&P are as unpredictable as next year's trends, but 
their music is consistently powerful, entertaining, 
and thought-provoking. Emotional Rollercoaster 
is bold, and it's bright. It's flashy and flamboyant. 
Sometimes, it's serious. But for the most part, it's 
fun! 
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STRAIGHTENING Up THE HOUSE 


Music & Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky 
Additional Lyrics by Paul Phillips 


Moderate ragtime feel 


wd / 
1. To- day I took the nudes down off of the wall ten 
mor- row I will put a- way your gay pride shirts and our 


min- utes af- ter I re- ceived her tel- e-  phoné call She'll 
Hal- lo- ween as- sort - ment of jewl- ‘ry, pumps and _ skirts Then 


be here Fri- day mom- ing _ so_ there's not much time to clean 
pack up ail the books by Quen- tin Crisp and Ri- ta Mae and the 
G7 
——_—— SS SSS =a = 
Bet- ter hide the Ad- vo- cate and Man- date Mag- a- zine We'll re- 
his ‘n his towels that you bought me  yes- ter- day And _ you'd 
a te the Cae room it looks like it's been used 
bet- ter hide the - bums by that les - bi - an group She 
F G 
== SS Sr 
Sep- a- rate our ward - robes or she'll real- ly be con- fused then get 
has no ear for mu ~-_ sic but she has been known to snoop- and re- 
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read- y for alone-ly week of — sleep -ing on the couch Straight - en - ing up the house 
mem - ber not to kiss me just for- _ get you're my spouse Straight - en - ing up the house 


2. To- s < — = ' 
The nap - shots of the two of us in Spain will have to go Don't 
F E7 


Na es 


tell me this is to- tal- ly in-_ sane 


can- not wear the wrist - watch with our names en- graved in gold the 


2 ee, 9 A) St —— 
are fo ee i ee 


one that says "I love you John with all my heart and soul" This is our first Christ - mas 


here in our new home in a hos - tile world it's our on- ly safe- ty zone I 


nev - er should have prom - ised I'd con- tin - ue with this lie but Dad was so cer - tain if she 


(SS SSS 


found out she would die but if it's kill- ing an- y-one I _ think it’s kill- ing me ‘Cause it 
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help me to just clean the house 
G Cc F c 
Note: These fingerings are used with a capo across the third fret 
C F G G7 Am 
a) CY) 0 00 +o 0 


true i- den - ti- ty 


If she 


N.C. 


Straight - en- ing up the house 


q 
t 


thir -ty -two years old why am I 


tacet 


Fm 


I'm 


tears me up in- side to hide my 


feel like such a louse 
man and he's my lov - er 
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GIVE ME A HOMOSEXUAL 


Music & Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky 


Moderate cabaret feel 
J = 132 
G Cc Cm 
———== ¥ ===: ———— 
ww SY 
1. With so ma- ny gay men _ and so lit- tle time it 
some of my peers it's the ul- ti- mate thrill se - 


nev- er has been an ob- ses - sion of mine to ity and pur- sue het - er- o- 
duc - ing a straight man by bend - ing his will but am a man who loves 


sex- u- al men the ones who are real or the ones who pre - tend That 
men who love men and that is of course whatI most re - com - mend While I'm 


kind of fac-ade’s not at- trac- tive to me . ; I like mylov- ers as 
sure there are men whojust need someun- straight-'ning I hav - n't the pa- tience to 


queer as can be ; Give me a ho- mo- sex- u- al who 
be ed- u- cat - ing Give me a ho- mo- sex- u- al 
Cc D G D G 
loves in a ho- mo- e- mo- tion- al way I like a 
One who's per- fect - ed his or- al tech- nique I like a 
© 1987 Ron Romanovsky 87 


man of ac- cep - tance Give me a guy who is lad to be oy; 2. Now to 
man who's had prac - tice Give me a guy who is u- ent in Greek! 3.And [| 
Cm D7 
= i 
don't un- der- stand all those clas - si- fied ads filled with de- si - res that I've 
G ritard 
nev- er had "Straight-looking Marine seeks straight cop to please" How 


D7 a tempo G 


SS SSS 


straight do they look when they're down on their knees? It's a taste that I've nev - er been a - 


Bm 


jae 


ble tosav - or this pre-oc-cu-pa -tion with sex - ist be - hav - ior 


GDG C/G G 
peo- ple will ask us, 
D AT D D7 
eC—arv—s 1 
ee, ee ee eee) LC t™t—“‘CS.C*d 
(ED ee GE eee) Ps Ge) en GS ee) EE EG Gees “ees Cee? 
— }____} gi} ___] of ft 


. 
"Which one's the girl?" 'Cause they lim- it them- selves to those roles in their world But 


B Em F# 
we don't have an- y such mod- els to clone We're  per- fect- ly free to de - vel - 
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SS 


u-al don't want a hus - band don't 


want a wife I like a man who's my e - qual Some- one who's made it the 


style of his life Giveme aho- mo-sex-  u-al Who lovesin aho- mo-e-mo- 
A EA D/A A D 
a a; 
==. t= Pe ee 
bee eh a ee el eS 
— a ae (Ge 
tion - al way I like a man of ac- cep - tance Give me a guy __ 
E E7 A DDm ET 4 
(ee EES ere eee ree 
= 
Give me aguy __ Give me aguy __ who's glad to be gay 
t) pe 


7HREM REE 
eee 
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EMOTIONAL ROLLERCOASTER 


Music & Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky 


Life with you's anend-less _ play - ground so man - y games from which to 


choose But it don't fill me with child - ish joy It on -ly brings me the 


uptempo sixties rock 'n roll 


blues! I used to think sta- bil- i- ty would on- ly make us dull but your 
day you say you love me and your pas -sion rings so true and ‘the 


moods are so er- ra- tic that I'd wel -come such a lull and 
next day you ig -nore me or you tell ome that we're through Each 


I don'tknow how much of _ this my frag- ile heart can take I'm 
time I think you're gone for good but you keep com - ing back I 
G Cc tacet 


= a 


WY 
not as strong as you mae think and one day I could break Ah Ah 
can-not take much more ol _ this be- fore I'm gon-na_— crack Ah Ah 
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F# atempo Afm 


neath a  cres- cent moon But right now you've got me 
B Cc F# A#m B Cc 
—Z 
on an e- mo- tion-al rol - ler aa You lift me up you bring me 


down And all the time my heart is spin- ning 
F# ees C# 
s Z ~— 
‘round and 'round and 'round Butit still feels bet - ter than be - ing a - lone on the ground 


C# 
000 (4th fret) 


C#7 
a. Cha tret ati fret) an fret) Pry fret) niet fret) (9th fret) 


fee ee 


co a 
EY 
” 
> Be 
: 
° 
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I'VE CREATED A MONSTER 


Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky 
Music by Ron Romanovsky & Paul Phillips 


Moderate swing 


when we first met 
knew you longa- go 


: re- mem - ber fond - the days 
ter- ri- fied of peo- ple when 


You were shy and awk - ward a- fraid of life and _ yet 
You'd ne- ver go to par- ties you'd rath-er stay at home 


you were en - chant - ingand so cute Your in - no -cence was charm - 
and be with just thetwo of us But still I tried to push 


ing as was yourna- i- ve- te _. But now it seems you've learned 
you to come out from your shell Idid-n't askyou to “for- — get 


Ss 


— 
the ropes and muchto my dis - ma ou have be - come much more a- stute 
me dar- lin’ but I might have well ave said to leave me in your dust 


And I'm a- fraid I've made a big mis - take 
And I'm a- fraid I've made a big mis- take — 
94 © 1987 Ron Romanovsky and Paul Phillips 


VRP III IDI DI DID IID IIIA I PII DDI IIDIDIDIIIIIDIDIIDIDIDIDIID 


3 P| 3 
pn 
] 23 ° a a 
83 88 15 a 4 b ? 
ep B . 
om S35 
oO -— 
> 3s e - 
’ oO om .= 
q on 3 =) ° 
2 OB, 4A 2. = & a 
sa g) ‘ 5 : 
$5 $3 |. 5 2 
f ba ia~ a 3 
-— = : 
op we 5 = 
Oe. Ss 8 2 & s 
o eat Ser 5 ' o 
oN) § 2? ! 
3 as 3 Ss 
2) $ s 
ex aN ~ t = o 
Be Ly es $ 3 A 5 
Aon | sa eE& 
oo am > | 
58 7 : : 
8g Bin ca Pa 2 te 
oO 
to = Ez Be & Eg 
Ser faa} 9 § 
a o s 
£8 s i 
ae a 3 2 Ey = 
ss o! 28 o > 3 : 
56 as os 3 > 
> ' EE = = 
bp aD Po 5 S 
oo ) 
Rh ao >> a zZ 
' t < — s @ 
>'S 32 ee $ 
: o6 ES 
&$ ~ 3 S 7 
2 > Crs) 3 > 
oo [A ° + 
23 aA > ' eB | 
f ; i 
>A : 
a]e) as fe $ 
a ie i z = 
2 3 & 
ao 2 ao] iso) > 
Ms) 3 ? 5 - 
J rn a ’ ea 
9 : | | ~ ; : 3 
O MN lls ® & 
\ < ai ss) ~~ = 2 
= z : . = 
. ro) & 8 


CECCCECOEECECECEECECCOCECECCECCECCEECOEOCECELOECEECECECECEECCEECOCCCE CE 


C(CECCECECEOCECECCCCECECEECECOCEOECECECECECECECECCECOEEE COE CECE COCEKE € 


p © ' —_ 
= = ‘ 
8 3 S ) & 3 
Ps 5 5 Ed 2 a] 
7] od tk Md 
5 : i 5 p a i | 6 
& ) 2. 8 8 
eo o ™ I 3 
3; ~ emt 
3 3S beh a ) r= 2 o eo 
8 =| ‘a o = Ss ' 
2 2 8 Se : 3 
ra £ A 3 3 2 S) 2 4 1 3 
Ee Ea = & )§ im 
Ps ry a £ ; 
3 y z 20 s 4 
ro aoee a R=) 2 ' 
a a = a ~ 
< 3 = > ° a 
. & 5 a = a 2 
o 
5 ? : ity 9 3 
o 5 ® o 2 a 
3 < g z TTT 3 
' Q - & e a 
4 5 < o ig 
1) ) > a 
' [e) — 
e © ge Q Lf 2 2 
a 2 2 > x & a 
g 2 5 fi 5 & 2 
c=} ™ a 
A = = ms Hf om jz ' tT ) 2 
Hs oi 5 f) a 4 =} oo z 
ey 2 E 5 = si 
= > i ' a al s >) 
A a (5 = 2 a S. 3 
3 = 9 = sa 5 50 5 
s 5 - 1 ~ aI 
he ae 3 : 
lao} — 
A 2 rs & ad 4 
= $ z o 
_ S > 
: & 2 ~ 3 
i 2 be : & a) 2 
Q ra 8D > 
2 5 & =| 
é a 
< 2 2 E 
J) 2 - 
: 8 a < < 


96 


PYPIDVVIVIDIPIKFIPIDIPYPIPDPPPPIPFPIPPFVPPIIDIFIFIVIDPYDIDIFPIPIVPIIIDIEIDD 


seems I've made a mon- ster out of you 
! FH F#7 
Seems I've made a mon - ster out of 


D D7 G A7 Gm F#m B E 
() ] 000 0 000 
ie fret) cin fret) 
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LIvING WITH AIDS 


Music & Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky & Paul Phillips 


Slow gospel feel 


proud He'sa-  bra-siveand loud Hecan roar _ likea li-on orbe meekas alamb 
G G7 Cc F/C G/B Am G 
== = = 
—_ 7 Se Nee” 
God knows he's cour- a- geous and some - times out - rag - eous He in- 
Fmaj7 Em Dm7 Cc C7 F 


spires me to be all that I can But I'll nev- er for- get the 


last time we met how my  heartstopped atthe sto-ryhetold Hesaid, "Life canbehard whenit 


E7 Am G/B Dm7 G G7 er 
= SS 


deals youacard thatyou nev-erex- pect-ed tohold _ =  ___—‘ Then hesaid, "It's not the 
Am G 
Sake 
end, I re- ly on my _ friends for all the af- fec-tion andthe love they pro - vide 


GG7 C F/C G/B Am  G_ Fmaj7 


eae — Reged 
And may-be with hugs andwith- outbooze anddrugs ___ there is still a good 
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My MOTHER'S CLOTHES 


Music & Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky & Paul Phillips 


Moderate ragtime feel 


1. I re-mem- ber dress - ing up 
I re-mem- ber dress - ing up 


in my moth -er's clothes __ She had hordes of high heeled shoes and 
in my moth - er's clothes In the woods be- hind my house we'd 
G7 Cm Bb Cm Bb 


len- ty of pairs of pan- ty hose She had wigs to make me look a 
ve our ash - ion shows Se- cret- ly we'd gath- er all the 


thou- sand diff- ‘rent ways and blou- ses made of silk and lace and 
old things she'd dis- patch and soon we'd have a ward- robe with ac- 


eve - ning gowns for days M moth- er's clothes M moth - er's clothes 
ces- sor- ies to match My moth-  er's clothes —_ y moth - er's clothes 
En Am G ic Ab G7 


All my dreams came true in my moth- er's clothes 
All my dreams came true in my moth- er's clothes 
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all our wak - ing dreams and the end- less pos - si- bil- i- ties of 
ritard GR7 NC. Dm accelerando poco a poco Cc 


roles that we can play Now some of us still dress up 
Dm atempo Cc 
= SS 
in our moth - er's clothes __ and some of us just like to watch and 


some look down their nose But we'veall gotanim -age thatwe want tocon - vey and 
Dm ritard Cc Bb Al D D7 GGm A 
_———————— — 
= = 
drag is some - thing cach of us does ev - 'ry sin- gle day 


Cc C7 F Fm G Cm Bb G7 
Diy fret) re fret) aan fret) ane fret) eae Lie Gn no p ae 


He 


an fret) én fret) & fret) Cn fret) 


HEE EB 
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THE WOMAN NEXT DOOR 


Music & Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky 


Slow folk ballad 


so 
1. Have you met the wom-annext door? 
2. Have you talked to the wom-annext door? 
3. Have you seen the wom-annext door? 


I see her some - times at the  gro- cery store 
She has a young boy who __just_tumed four 
She looks as" if” she's been through a war 


She nev- er says much she's rath-er with- drawn Butshe al - ways will 
Anda _hus-band who works in anof-ficedown- town She acts kind of 
A brnuise on __ her leg anda scaron her face I askedher a 
3 ee 
== ESS Se == 
7 2 
tell you Yes she al - ways will say that noth-ing is wron 
ner - vous Yes she seems a- _fraid when he's a- roun 
ques - tion Yes I askedhow it hap - pened but she would - n't say 


a 


Last night I heard the wom - an next 


oor des - per- ate cries that I 
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(he Se 


could - n't ig- nore she was__ plead - ing with him to leave her a-lone I was 


(SSS Se 


tremb -ling with fear as | picked up the phone 


hoped and I prayed that she would sur -vive as I wait -ed on edge _ for 


, E7 E A ; : Am z= = 


help to ar -rive and I thought of her son and I wished that her screams would - n't 


the wom -an next door? She needs com - pas - sion andsup - port 
B F#m B r—_— E A 
‘9 
She's fi - nal - ly safe now a-lone withher son But the proc - ess of 
eB a ee 
[= K 
SS 3 i 
. ; Nae 
heal - ing Yes the long night of heal -ling has — just be - gun 
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Fim 
QO 000 


Note: These fingerings are used with a capo across the second fret. 
C) 
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WALTZ For THE NEW AGE 


Music & Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky 


A D D7 
1. I'm do - ingmy af - fir- ma-tions I'm 
morn - ing I do med-i- ta- tion 


chant -ing my  man- tra each dayand night I'm do - in some vis - ual - i- 
I e-come one with the whole u-ni- verse Ilex-  per-i-ence self - ac -tual-i- 


D D7 G Em A 


za - tion See - ing my aur- a just glow- ing with light And I'm 
za- tion I'm see- ing a Rolf - er and get- ting re- birthed And I've 


breath -ing real deep sit- ting per- fect- ly still clear-ing my mind as I 
giv - en up sug - ar, red meat andcaf-  feine Wear crys - tals to keep all my 
ritard 


Em A D A/C# C6 


BeSrz= 


foc-us my — will while list -'ning to mus - ic from Wind-ham Hill ‘Cause 
en- er-gies clean and of course I sub- scribe toNew Age Mag- a- zine ‘Cause 


Em a tempo A D Pia D A i) D7 
eee eee 


7} EEE ES) 
I want to be en- light - ened 2. Each 3. Each 
I want to be en - light - ened 4. Each 
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Mon- day I go to a chan - nel - ler to get some ad- _ vice from the 
Thurs - day I go to a work - shop on O- pen- ing up the 


oth - er side On Tues - days | get ahol-  is- tic mas - sage and on 
un -con~-scious mind On Fri - days I seemyas-  trol-o- ger and on 
E A E7 Al 

I) eS A SR DT Ra AS A a A 
(2 A ae Men kee! aie Chae EO ae oe ee 
Fe ee | EE SE SAS CN RE) CT (Ee 

Wednes - days I meet with my spir- it- ual fulce I'm 

week -ends I go get my chak- ras) a- igned I'm 


stud- y- ing re- in-car- na -tion find - ing out who I have 
giv - ing my- self val- i- da - tion Iac- knowl -edge my - _ self just for 


been in the ast I'm prac -tis-ing man-i-fes-  ta- tion in the 
be -ing who I am By giv -ing up all ex-pec-  ta- tion I sur - 


hopes that I might make some mon- ey at last And I throw the I 
ren -der my - self to the great cos- mic plan And I'm giv - ing my - 


Chin; at least once a day burn in - cense to keep e - vil  spir -its a- 
sel per - mis - sion to win leam- ing to nur -ture my — child with - 
C6 ritard Em atempo 
way and I' fm plan - ning a trip down to old San - ‘Cause _I want to 
in as read for the sev -enth time Out On A Linb ‘Cause _I want to 
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A9 


Emaj7 


° 


need to feel 


of my 


ware 


home so un - a- 


from a 


sis 


could have told 


who else 


li 


We 


't care 


world that did - n 


saved me from self - hat - 


And 


ex - plain 


par- ents could not 


what my 


me 


bing the cra - 


Were you rob 


, and pain? 


doubt 


fu - sion, 


con - 


red, 


m 


I know is that I 


ing chair? 


- bing the rock - 


was I rob 


Or 


that you were there 


glad 


and 


ful 


Emaj7 
ra = @ 


It was 


sung 


un 


song was yet 


when my 


in 


ta 


cer - 


time much more un - 


_ Andi 


stay young 


helped you to 


while I 


grow up 


you who helped me to 


ers who sur - 


of lov - 


fam-i- ly 


a 


a part of 


makes me feel 
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F#m A A9 
==>5 Soo = 
vive a life of ex- ile by car - ing fore eachoth- er I'm 
AQ Emaj7 A A9 
Eat 
not the first one to suf - fer and I'm = prob-'ly not _ the last But I'm 
(ih SS SS Pas 
here to change the fu - ture ‘Cause | can't for- get the past 


here to change the fu - ture 'Cause I can't for - get the past 


Were you rob- bing the cra- dle? I'm glad that you were there 


E A B G# C#m F#m 
00 60 -«Gthfret) = (7thfret) © (4th fret) —(4th fret) 


THEE E 


A9 G#m C#m6 Am Emaj7 
(Sthfret)  (4thfret) = (4th fret) = (Sthfret) —(7th fret) 


HEE EE 
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BE ON THE SAFE SIDE 


Music & Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky 


Fast folk rock 


= 212 


(aeinind mys SSSR pe 


(SS SS 


We don't have to stop lov- ing each oth - er We don't have to stop 


(Res Fags 


lov- ing our- selves 


{gph LITT ms 


7 1. There's talk of aquar- an- tine talk of aplan 
where there's a will there is al - ways a way ail 
oe the love from oe - ing = - man to wo- ae man man but 
where there are - ple ten per - cent will be gay we've 
A C G Am7 _ tacet 

(foe a ee 
thatis not the an- swerto this  cri- sisthat we're in We need to pull to- geth- erfor a 
al - ways been known for hav- ing suchcre-a -tiveminds ‘and if we putthem all touse I 
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Note: This song is played on guitar with the low E (6th) string tuned up to G. 


G* C* A/G G A Cc Bm 
(8th fret) (8th fret) (10th fret) 
0 0 ox 00 0 0 0 000 o 0 00 
Em D Am7 
000 0 000 0 000 


G7 


as 


ae 
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THE SODOMY SONG 


Music & Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky 


Fast rock 


a, 
1. It's hard to be- lieve in a_ land like this 
Mich - ael was en- ter-tain-ing a guest 


SS = ae 


That the free- dom we think = we have does ior ex - = 
When the of - fi- cer walked right in and made the ar - rest 


: 


Don't ask me why the cops andthe Feds care in the least what we do 
Who would have thought that the courts would up - hold an ar-cha-ic law that's a hun- 


in our beds ‘cause on- ly an ass - hole would care what goes 
dred years old But the dan- ger's not what's in our mouths it's the 


in- to our ass - holes and who hn it there and on- | r - son who's 
mouth- ful of big - ot- ry which they es - pouse re - fer - ring to od and the 
D A tace' 
= tr 
(= SS eS Se ee d Si SS all 
Pe ae IN 2. 
— bd 
real- ly re- pressed would at- tempt to de- cide for the rest 2. Now 
heav -ens a- bove to leg - is - late how we make love = 
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we're be- ing screwed all the time By laws that make our way of 
D 
=== SSs=== 5 
— 
screw - ing a crime They're  call- ing on years of op-  pres- sion and shame _ to 
E D A tacet A D 
(ema 
= a= === 
jus - ti- fy more of the same On- ly an ass - hole would care what goes 


in- to our ass - holes and who puts it there and on- ly a per - son who's 


real- ly re- pressed would at- tempt to de- cide but we can tum back the tide _— bby 
re- fus- ing to hide when they at - tempt to de- cide for the 


Note: There are two different sets of A, D, and E fingerings. Generally, the bar chords are 
used on the verse and bridge and the open chords are used on the chorus, but you can 
mix them any way you like. 


A C#m 
(5th fret) a fret) a fret) sae fret) Go fret) (4th fret) 


B Em A# 
(7th fret) (7th fret) (6th fret) ein fret) Gh fret) 
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STRAIGHTENING 
Up THE HOUSE 


Today | took the nudes down 

Off of the wall 

Ten minutes after | received 

Her telephone call 

She'll be here Friday morning 

So there's not much time to clean 
Better hide the Advocate 

And the Mandate magazine 

Weill redecorate the guest room 
So it looks like it's been used 
Separate our wardrobes 

Or she'll really be confused 

Then get ready for a lonely week 
Of sleeping on the couch 

We're straightening up the house 


Tomorrow | will put away 

Your gay pride shirts 

And our Halloween assortment 
Of jewelry, pumps, and skirts 
Then pack up all the books by 
Quentin Crisp and Rita Mae 

And the 'His & His' towels 

That you bought me yesterday 
And you'd better hide the albums 
By that lesbian group 

She has no ear for music 

But she has been known to snoop 
And remember not to kiss me 
Just forget you're my spouse 
Straightening up the house 


The snapshots of the two of us in 
Spain 

Will have te go 

Don't tell me this is totally insane 

Because | know 

And | cannot wear the wristwatch 

With our names engraved in gold 

The one that says "I love you John 

With all my heart and soul" 


This is our first Christmas 

Here in our new home 

In a hostile world 

It's our only safety zone 

| never should have promised 
I'd continue with this lie 

But Dad was so certain 

If she found out she would die 
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But if it's killing anyone 

I think it's killing me 

‘Cause it tears me up inside 

To hide my true identity 

And asking you to help me 
Makes me feel like such a louse 


I'm thirty-two years old 

Why am | acting like a mouse? 

I'm aman and he's my lover 

If she freaks out she'll recover 

C'mon and help me to just CLEAN 
the house! 


GIVE MEA 
HOMOSEXUAL 


150, 36, blue-eyed, ash blond. SEARIMIRRND, Sms 
— 


leave n ne service 
eee n ‘best time to to call levest ae 


de ENTHUSIASTS Washington/Baltimore )/O 
Seer ais 
up is > 
Be: meets Cox i 
ow tall, slender, hazet/aul * 
Mozart, Riana & Phillips, inpreonin ag 


Tip O'Neil, sa Twain 
wodad celiac, werewolves, che chess Fal lapel ISO 
, 20-27, ‘w/similar interests. PO. Box ty 


GWM, 5°11”, 160, very youthful 49, handsome pr; 
slectionate. emotionally secure. ISO GW 
ti 


. Wee 
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= 


NIPPLEMEN GWM, 35, gdikg, hearing im ud 


ia hot oa ‘a Cia Reply w/details & 
a 


swimmer’s build, healthy, non-drug user, 
mouet well-traveled. ‘Seeks possible serious 
pepe ra w/prof, career-oriented GBM, 30-49, 


With so many gay men 
And so little time 

it never has been 

An obsession of mine 
To try and pursue 
Heterosexual men 
The ones who are real 
Or the ones who pretend 
That kind of facade's 
Not attractive to me 

| like my lovers 

As queer as can be 


Give me a homosexual 

Wha loves in a homoemotional way 
| like a man of acceptance 

Give me a guy who is glad to be gay 


Now to some of my peers 

It's the ultimate thrill 

Seducing a straight man 

By bending his will 

But | am aman 

Who loves men who love men 


And that is of course 

What | most recommend 

While I'm sure there are men 

Who just need some 
unstraightening 

| haven't the patience 

To be educating 


Give me a homosexual 

One who's perfected his oral 
technique 

| like a man who's had practice 

Give me a guy who is fluent in 
Greek 


And | don't understand 

All those classified ads 

Filled with desires 

That I've never had 

"Straight-looking Marine seeks 

Straight cop to please..." 

How straight do they look 

When they're down on their 
knees? 

It's a taste that I've never been 

Able to savor 

This preoccupation with 

Sexist behavior 


And people will ask us 
“Which one's the girl?” 
‘Cause they limit themselves 
To those roles in their world 
But we don't have any such 
Models to clone 

We're perfectly free 

To develop our own 


Give me a homosexual 

| don't want a husband and | don't 
want a wife 

| like a man who's my equal 

Someone who's made it the style 
of his life 


(Repeat first chorus) 


G/Wim 27, looking for travel 
companion for surnmmie! tip: My 
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Phillips concert 3-12. Had to 
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WIM 6', 1554, 31 
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ER, GT . 
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Hope these guys found who 
they were looking for! 
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EMOTIONAL 
ROLLERCOASTER 


Life with you's an endless 
playground 

So many games from which to 
choose 

But it don't fill me with childish joy 

It only brings me the blues 


| used to think stability 

Would only make us dull 

But your moods are so erratic 
That I'd welcome such a lull 

And | don't know how much of this 
My fragile heart can take 

I'm not as strong as you may think 
And one day | could break 


Ah.... 

Because you've got me 

On an emotional rollercoaster 

You lift me up, you bring me down 

And all the time my heart is 
spinning 

‘Round and ‘round and ‘round 

But it still feels better 

Than being alone on the ground 


Life with you is never boring 

It's more like Disneyland 

Though the thrills are only 
momentary 

You could never call it bland 


One day you say you love me 

And your passion rings so true 

And the next day you ignore me 

Or you tell me that we're through 

Each time | think you're gone for 
good 

But you keep coming back 

| cannot take much more of this 

Before I'm gonna crack 


Ah... 

Because you've got me 

On an emotional rollercoaster 

You lift me up, you bring me down 

And all because you're drooling 
over 

Some new boy you've found 

But it still feels better 

Than being alone on the ground 


Wah-ooh, shoo-bop shoo-bop, 
shoo-bop, shoo-bop, ooh 
Wah-ooh, shoo-bop shoo-bop, 
shoo-bop, shoo-bop, ooh 


Already it's been going on 
For way too long a time 

If | take any more of this 

| know I'll lose my mind 


Because you've got me 

On an emotional rollercoaster 
You lift me up, you bring me down 
And all it takes is one kind word 
To turn my heart around 

But it still feels better 

Than being alone on the ground 


Life with you can be a funhouse 
Other times it frightens me 

| never know just what is coming next 
My Coney Island fantasy 


But I'm hoping there will be a 
change 

One day very soon 

And we'll sail into the Tunnel of 
Love 

Beneath a crescent moon 


But right now you've got me 

On an emotional rollercoaster 

You lift me up, you bring me down 

And all the time my heart is 
spinning 

‘Round and ‘round and ‘round 

But it still feels better 

Than being alone on the ground 


Ah... 


We did three photo sessions with three different photographers for 
Emotional Rollercoaster. This shot was the second runner-up. 
(Photo: Edd Dundas) 
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I'VE CREATED A 
MONSTER 


| remember fondly 

The days when we first met 

You were shy and awkward 

Afraid of life and yet 

You were enchanting and so cute 

Your innocence was charming 

As was your naiveté 

But now it seems you've learned 
the ropes 

And much to my dismay 

You have become much more 
astute 


And I'm afraid I've made a big 
mistake 

By giving you the confidence 

To get you on your feet 

Now you are so self-assured 

It borders on conceit 

Oh it seems I've made a monster 
out of you 


You were terrified of people 
When ! knew you long ago 

You'd never go to parties 

You'd rather stay at home 

And be with just the two of us 

But still | tried to push you 

To come out of your shell 

| didn't ask you to forget me darlin’ 
But | might as well 

Have said to leave me in your dust 


And I'm afraid I've made a big 
mistake 

By teaching you the social skills 

You previously lacked 

Now your popularity's 

An undisputed fact 

Oh it seems I've made a monster 
out of you 


Oh why, why, why did | encourage 
your individuality? 

You were perfectly content to live 
in co-dependency 

You used to lean on me for 
strength 

! gladly gave you my support 

But now you've fallen out of love 

And all my dreams have fallen short 
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| thought perhaps together 

We both could be secure 

But now | am the frightened one 
And you're not even sure 

That you still want to be with me 
Now you can't stop your flirting 
Almost everywhere we go 

All the men are fawning 

And you just can't say ‘no' 

To every handsome face you see 


And I'm afraid I've made a big 
mistake 

By giving you the love 

That you've so often been denied 

Now my love is not enough 

To keep you satisfied 

Oh it seems I've made a monster 
out of you 


LIVING WITH 
AIDS 


He's big and he's proud 

He's abrasive and loud 

He can roar like a lion 

Or be meek as a lamb 

God knows he's courageous 
And sometimes outrageous 

He inspires me to be all that | can 


But I'll never forget 

The last time we met 

How my heart stopped 

At the story he told 

He said "Life can be hard 

When it deals you a card 

That you never expected to hold." 


And then he said, 

"It's not the end 

| rely on my friends 

For all the affection 

And the love they provide 

And maybe with hugs 

And without booze and drugs 

There is still a good chance that | 
may survive." 


And he probably will 

‘Cause he's active still 

He goes to the marches 

And all the parades 

He's not giving in 

He's determined to win 

He's a person who's living with AIDS 


Living with love 

Not living in fear 

Embracing the light 

When shadows appear 

It's a place to begin 

It's a good way to start 

Releasing the power we hold in 
our hearts 


The loss of our lovers 

Our sisters and brothers 

Is a wound that cuts deep 

Through our history of pride 

And one way to heal 

All the pain that we feel 

Is to stand by the living and remain 
unified 


So if you've got a friend 

Whose condition is grim 

Don't go burying him 

Or drawing the shades 

Surrender your doubt 

By reaching out 

To a person who's living with AIDS 


Living with love 

Not living in fear 

Healing with hope 

And drawing them near 

It's a place to begin 

It's a step we can take 

Empowering people whose lives 
are at stake 


Living with love 

Not living in fear 

Embracing the light 

When shadows appear 

It's a place to begin 

It's a good way to start 

Releasing the power we hold in 
our hearts 
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My MOTHER'S 
CLOTHES 
(THE DRAG RAG) 


| remember dressing up 

In my mother's clothes 

She had hordes of high-heeled 
shoes 

And plenty of pairs of pantyhose 

She had wigs to make me look 

A thousand different ways 

And blouses made of silk and lace 

And evening gowns for days 


My mother's clothes 

My mother's clothes 

All my dreams came true 
In my mother's clothes 


| remember dressing up 

In my mother's clothes 

In the woods behind my house 
We'd have our fashion shows 
Secretly we'd gather all the 

Old things she'd dispatch 

And soon we'd have a wardrobe 
With accessories to match 


My mother's clothes 

My mother's clothes 

All my dreams came true 
In my mother's clothes 


We could be a princess from a fairy 
tale 

Or Florence Nightingale 

Curing all disease 

In our mothers’ clothes 

We could be Miss Lois Lane 

Or even Tarzan's Jane 

Swinging through the trees 

In our mothers' clothes 

We could be a beauty queen 

Or Mary Magdalene 

Sinners we'd forsake 

In our mothers' clothes 

We could be Petula Clark 

Or even Joan of Arc 

Burning at the stake 

In our mothers’ clothes 


Until we learned it's not okay 
For a boy to dress that way 
Not allowed to fantasize 

We become desensitized 
To all our waking dreams 
And the endless possibilities 
Of roles that we can play 


Now some of us still dress up 

In our mothers’ clothes 

And some of us just like to watch 
And some look down their nose 
But we've all got an image 

That we want to convey 

And drag is something each of us 
Does every single day 


THE WOMAN 
NEXT DOOR 


Have you met 

The woman next door? 

| see her sometimes 

At the grocery store 

She never says much 
She's rather withdrawn 
But she always will tell you 
Yes she always will say 
That nothing is wrong 


Have you talked to 

The woman next door? 
She has a young boy 
Who just turned four 

And a husband who works 
In an office downtown 
She acts kind of nervous 
Yes she seems afraid 
When he's around 


Have you seen 

The woman next door? 

She looks as if she's 

Been through a war 

A bruise on her arm 

And a scar on her face 

| asked her a question 

Yes | asked how it happened 
But she wouldn't say 


Last night | heard 

The woman next door 
Desperate cries 

That | couldn't ignore 

She was pleading with him 
To leave her alone 

| was trembling with fear 
As | picked up the phone 
And | hoped and | prayed 
That she would survive 
As | waited on edge 

For help to arrive 

And | thought of her son 
And | wished that her screams 
Wouldn't find their way 
Into his innocent dreams 


Have you met 

The woman next door? 

She needs compassion 
And support 

She's finally safe now 

Alone with her son 

But the process of healing 
Yes the long night of healing 
Has just begun 
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We've been compared to 
everyone from the Smothers 
Brothers to Lucy & Ricky ... 
everyone except Madonna and 
Sean Penn! (Photo: Irene Young) 


WALTZ FOR THE 
NEW AGE 


I'm doing my affirmations 

I'm chanting my mantras each day 
and night 

I'm doing some visualization 

Seeing my aura just glowing with 
light 

And I'm breathing real deep 

Sitting perfectly still 

Clearing my mind 

As | focus my will 

While listening to music 

From Windham Hill 

‘Cause | want to be enlightened 


Each morning | do meditation 

| become one with the whole 
universe 

| experience self-actualization 

I'm seeing a Rolfer and getting 
rebirthed 

And I've given up sugar 

Red meat, and caffeine 

Wear crystals to keep 

All my energies clean 

And of course | subscribe 

To New Age Magazine 

‘Cause | want to be enlightened 
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Each Monday | go to a channeler 

To get some advice from the other 
side 

On Tuesdays | get a holistic 
massage 

And on Wednesdays | meet with 
my spiritual guide 


I'm studying reincarnation 

Finding out who | have been in the 
past 

I'm practicing manifestation 

In the hopes that | might make 
some money at last 

And | throw the | Ching 

At least once a day 

Burn incense to keep 

Evil spirits away 

And I'm planning a trip 

Down to old Santa Fe 

‘Cause | want to be enlightened 


Each Thursday | go to a workshop 

On opening up the unconscious 
mind 

On Fridays | see my astrologer 

And on weekends | go get my 
chakras aligned 


I'm giving myself validation 

| acknowledge myself just for being 
who | am 

By giving up all expectation 

| surrender myself to the great 
cosmic plan 

And I'm giving myself 

Permission to win 

Learning to nurture 

My child within 

As | read for the seventh time 

Out On A Limb 

‘Cause | want to be enlightened 


Don't you want to be enlightened? 
Yes we all want to be enlightened! 


FAMILY OF 
LOVERS 


Were you robbing the cradle? 

Or was | robbing the rocking chair? 
All | know is that I'm grateful 

And glad that you were there 


In a world that doesn't see us 

In a town where time stands still 

A young boy dreams of loving men 

In a land of Jack and Jill 

Well | was so naive back then 

And you were somewhat jaded 

But | recall your kindness 

Though our friendship has since 
faded 


Your house became an oasis 
From a home so unaware 

Of my need to feel accepted 

In a world that didn't care 

Well who else could have told me 
What my parents could not explain 
And saved me from self-hatred 
Confusion, doubt, and pain 


Were you robbing the cradle? 

Or was | robbing the rocking chair? 
All | know is that I'm grateful 

And glad that you were there 


In a time much more uncertain 

When my song was yet unsung 

It was you who helped me to grow 
up 

While | helped you to stay young 

And it makes me feel a part of 

A family of lovers 

Who survive a life of exile 

By caring for each other 


I'm not the first one to suffer 
And I'm probably not the last 
But I'm here to change the future 
‘Cause | can't forget the past 


Were you robbing the cradle? 
I'm glad that you were there. 


BE ON THE 
SAFE SIDE 


We don't have to stop 
Loving each other 
We don't have to stop 
Loving ourselves 


There's talk of a quarantine 
Talk of a plan 

To stop the love from flowing 
Woman to woman, man to man 
But that is not the answer 

To this crisis that we're in 

We need to pull together 

For a healing to begin 
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And we don't have to stop 
Loving each other 

We don't have to stop 
Loving ourselves 

We don't have to sacrifice 
Our passion and our pride 
We've just got to be 

On the safe side 


Now where there's a will 

There is always a way 

And where there are people 
Ten percent will be gay 

We've always been known 

For having such creative minds 
And if we put them all to use 

| know that we will find 


That we don't have to stop 
Loving each other 

We don't have to stop 
Loving ourselves 

We don't have to sacrifice 
Our passion and our pride 
We've just got to be 

On the safe side 


There are those 

Who want to blame us 
Point a finger 

Try and shame us 

And tell us that 

The love we feel is wrong 


These were the original 
back cover photos for 
Emotional Rollercoaster ... 


But we'll soon enough forget them 

If we refuse to let them 

When they try to take away 

The very thing that makes us 
strong 


And we're not gonna stop 
Loving each other 

We're not gonna stop 
Loving ourselves 

We're not gonna sacrifice 
Our passion and our pride 
We're just gonna be 

On the safe side 


THE SODOMY 
SONG 


It's hard to believe in a land like this 

That the freedom we think we have 
does not exist 

Don't ask me why the cops and the 
Feds 

Care in the least what we do in our 
beds 


‘Cause only an asshole would care 

What goes into our assholes and 
who puts it there 

And only a person who's really 
repressed 

Would attempt to decide for the 
rest 


Now Michael was entertaining a 
guest 

When the officer walked right in 
and made the arrest 

Who would have thought that the 
courts would uphold 

An archaic law that's a hundred 
years old 

But the danger's not what's in our 
mouths 

It's the mouthful of bigotry which 
they espouse 

Referring to God and the heavens 
above 

To legislate how we make love 


How can anyone disagree 

With the fundamental right to 
privacy? 

Something intrigues them, | don't 
know what 

Why else would they want to keep 
track of my butt? 


And why should anyone have a say 
As to who we should and shouldn't 
la 


y? 
They think it's sinful, well | think it 
sucks 
Having laws that tell us how we 
should f... ornicate 


We've got to repeal the laws that 
remain 

‘Cause what happened in Georgia 
must not happen again 

So roll up your sleeves and join in 
the fight 

We're not giving in ‘til we've gotten 
our rights 

‘Cause we're being screwed all the 
time 

By laws that make our way of 
screwing a crime 

They're calling on years of 
oppression and shame 

To justify more of the same 


Only an asshole would care 

What goes into our assholes and 
who puts it there 

And only a person who's really 
repressed 

Would attempt to decide 

But we can turn back the tide 

By refusing to hide 

When they attempt to decide for 
the rest 


... but we later decided to scrap 


the Santa Fe drag. (Photos: Edd 
Dundas) 
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Breaking Up Is Hard To Do 


No Longer Lovers, Romanovsky & Phillips Still Sing Together 
The Banter Crackles and Lyrics Are Still As Sharp As Ever 


David Lamble, Bay Area Reporter, March 16, 1989 


Some of us had talent 
Some of us left town 

Some of us had arguments 
That tore each other down. 


— "At The Rose," words and music by Ron Romanovsky 


Once upon a very long time ago, in a 
place called San Francisco, two very young 
men met on the edge of Golden Gate Park. 
Deciding right away to be lovers, the two 
set up housekeeping in a little hobbit 
house tucked away in the hills of the 
Sunset district. 


Quite by coincidence the two turned out 
to be musical, discovering that they 
harmon-ized as well on stage as in bed 
and that one of them could write gay folk 
songs — sissy boy songs about throwing 
like a girl and fantasy songs about 


(Photo: Irene Young) 


wanting to have a baby. Our dynamic 
duo, let's call them Ron and Paul, found 
themselves playing open mike gigs on 
comedy nights at a funeral parlor turned 
gay cabaret: The Valencia Rose Cafe. 


Plastering posters all over the place 
On phone poles from Castro to Folsom 
Our image was sweet and innocent 

I think it was too wholesome 
Hecklers were warned not to heckle 
The crowds were loyal to us 

But did it give us confidence 

Or did it only spoil us? 


1399903939 39909009399039090003930339003039399090090939303939393999003939009033999 


PIOIFDIDPIDDIIPIIDVIDIDVIVPIODIPIOPIPDPIPPIPIPPIIPIIPIDPIPIPPIPPAIDAIDAIPIDPDIDADIDIDIDIDD 


Two years of such a life was making 
them restless, giving them yearnings that 
neither The Rose nor the love nest could 
satisfy. So they traded the hobbit house 
for a used VW van and set out to create 
their own lavender vaudeville circuit 
across the United States and Canada. 
Somewhat to their surprise, they 
discovered that their music worked as 
well for redneck lesbians and gays in the 
sunbelt as it had for the politically 
correct of the Mission. They could feel a 
rush from the crowd whenever they intro- 
duced themselves. "Hi, we're Romanov- 
sky and Phillips and we're lovers." 


Not that they became strangers to their 
adopted hometown. In fact, Ron and Paul 
were bigger hits than ever on their forays 
back to the Rose. They discovered the 
truth of another adage: that the home- 
town fires burn brightest for those who can 
make it on the road. 


Well nothing lasts forever 

And friends don't always stay friends 
Seasons change and so do we 

And all good things must end 

For just when it was looking up 

And people had to wait in line 

The place we'd come to call our home 
Belonged to another time 


Had Ron and Paul stayed in San 
Francisco, the closing of the Valencia Rose 
might have derailed the cozy lives they 
had enjoyed. But now they were a hit 
attraction in 40 or 50 cities on the 
continent. They were playing not only to 
full houses, but also selling thousands of 
copies of three albums produced and 
financed through their own Fresh Fruit 
Records company. 


Romanovsky and Phillips learned there 
was a substantial box office in lavender 
America. Before, Paul had to squeeze the 
career and the relationship around the 
fulltime job of managing a bookstore. Ron 
had to temp as a male secretary (good 
material for yet another song). But when 
their singing careers took off, they could 
be Romanovsky and Phillips ... full time. 


Even gay people usually have to come 
from some place other than San Francisco. 
In Ron's case Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania was 


Ron at 18. "Woodstock here I come — ten 
years too late!" 


home for his first 18 years. High school 
was torture for a sensitive young man who 
couldn't tell his parents he was gay until 
he was 18. 


High school classmates already seemed 
to know. "Even though I hadn't come out, 
they — of course — all knew that I was 
gay before I did, that's so often how it 
is," says Ron. "I started writing songs 
when I was about 16 to work out my 
problems." 


While still a teenager, Ron had a first- 
time relationship with an older man, a 
relationship he credits with helping him 
adjust to life as a gay adult. He saluted 
that relationship in a song he called 
"Family of Lovers." 


Paul's childhood was no more auspi- 
cious. Born 34 years ago in West Virginia, 
the son of a Baptist minister and a 
teacher, he says, "I like to think I come 
from a performing family." 


Coming out for Paul took place at 
Wheaton College, a very conservative 
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At home in Santa Fe in Spring 1987. (Photo: 


Christian college which boasts Billy 
Graham as its most distinguished gradu- 
ate. Paul took the bold step of coming out 
publicly to friends and classmates at 
Wheaton. He remembers their standard 


reply. 


"They used to say things like, 'Don't 
worry, Paul, the Lord's going to save you 
from this and we're praying for you.' " 


After Paul left Wheaton he learned 
that his best friend there had been in the 
closet. "In the course of his coming out to 
me," Paul remembers, "he told me about so 
many different people, with whom I was 
close friends, who basically were lying 
their heads off to me, taking this anti- 
gay line. I was celibate and they were 
all having affairs with each other 
behind everybody's backs." 


Paul adds that this bitter experience 
taught him that it's often true that the 
worst homophobes are people who are 
deep in their own closet. Their mutually 
tough coming-out experiences would later 
produce the song, "Tell the Children." 


Show business doesn't know many hap- 
pily-ever-after tales, and this isn't one of 
the few. Ron and Paul found that as their 
stage act improved, their private lives 
together — oh-so-together, touring months 
at a time — were starting to pinch. 


Cholena Erickson) 


Last year, to the shock 
and dismay of their thou- 
sands of fans, Ron and Paul 
announced that they were 
still an act but no longer a 
couple. Never at a loss for 
a laugh at their own 
expense, Ron and Paul 
discussed the break-up on 
stage before 450 fans at 
San Francisco's Great 
American Music Hall last 
Déc, 11. 


In his usual deadpan, 
Ron quipped: "What's the 
hardest thing you can do 
with your ex-lover? Tra- 
vel together for three 
months in a small Europe- 
an car around the country. 
Welcome to the Breaking- 
Up-Is-Hard-To-Do Tour. Hell on wheels, 
or, can't get you out of my life." 


To which Paul responded, "What is life 
but material?" And, Ron confessed, "A lot 
of our old songs have come back to haunt 
us. A lot of our old songs that were not 
autobiographical are now." 


There were songs such as "Trouble in 
Paradise," "Guilt Trip" and "I've Created 
a Monster." Ron's pride at never being at 
a loss for a good lyric from whatever life 
deals them was best illustrated in the 
deliciously ambiguous words to a new love 
ballad unveiled that night. 


My friends encouraged me to get some 
therapy 

Cause when you left me I was such a mess 

I thought it was the end for me 

Til he became a friend to me 

And I found myself astounded by his 
empathy 


He calls it "progress" when I cry 

Oh what a sweet and sensitive guy 
Why couldn't you have been like this 
Oh no ... 


I'm in love with my therapist! 


In a broadcast interview two years 
before the break-up, Ron and Paul joked 
that they could never work together once 
their romance ended. The evidence of 
their latest tour seems to indicate that 
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their onstage patter has only gotten 
sharper, the personal sub-texts more 
pointed now that they are no longer 
lovers. 


When Ron, in San Francisco, called one 
of their favorite duets "a song about a 
person who loves too much," Paul im- 
mediately chimed in, "It's a song about a 
guy who is not very good at giving love." 
Ron responded, "I know what the song is 
about. I wrote the lyrics.". Paul snapped 
back, "Big deal! I lived the song." 


For many old Rose diehards, Romanov- 
sky and Phillips made living through the 
Reagan years much more bearable. There 
has never been a better Reagan-ragging 
tune than "Don't Use Your Penis For a 
Brain": 


I wish that when he runs the country 
He would use his other head! 


Following their well-publicized and 
potentially costly legal brush with the 
Reagan-appointed Federal Communica- 
tions Commission, Pacifica Radio banned 
airplay of both the penis song as well as 
"The Sodomy Song," Ron and Paul's 
protest against the Supreme Court's ruling 
in the Michael Hardwick case and the 


sodomy laws on the books in over 20 
states. 


But for all the good political satire put 
forth by the guys, it is worth the price of 
admission just to see them in full costume 
as they stride on stage: Ron, brown hair 
moussed to a spikey point, a revealing 
black tank top setting off blond Paul in 
black hose, white jacket, white ruffled 
skirt, black earrings, black straight brim 
hat, black car gloves, black boots and 
cheap costume jewelry. Says Paul, "It's 
not my fault I was blessed with legs that 
look good in a dress. Will someone in the 
front row let me know if the crotch of my 
pantyhose is creeping towards visibility?" 


At last report Ron and Paul were said to 
be mulling over their future career and 
life moves at their former joint residence 
in Sante Fe, New Mexico. Once, when 
they were becoming particularly tired of 
having their music described as folk and 
themselves called the gay Simon and 
Garfunkel or Smothers Brothers, they 
started asking their fans to start thinking 
of them as a same-sex couterpart to 
Madonna and Sean Penn. 


They've come a long way from Golden 
Gate Park. 


Paul's less than triumphant return to his alma mater. 
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R&P sing "Give Me A Homosexual" on opening night at the Gay & Lesbian Mardi Gras 
Festival in Sydney, Australia, February 1990. (Photo: Jamie Dunbar of the Sydney Star Observer) 


In Concert! 


LET'S FLAUNT IT! 


Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky 
Music by Ron Romanovsky & Paul Phillips 


Waltz 


1. Let's flaunt it let's — flaunt it let's cel- e- brateour _—love I 
flaunt it let's flaunt it let's cel- e- brate our _—love I 


| B7 E 
want to I want to pro - lif- er- ate our love 
want to I want to pro - lif- er- ate our love 


I'm an a- vowed ho- mo-_— sex- u- al and you're a prac- tis- in one 
I'm a self- con- fessed les- bi- an and you're an ad- mit- t one 


Long as we're gon - na go to hell we might as well have some fun We'll 

Long as we're gon - na burn in hell we might as well have some fun We'll 
, E A E 

stir up some trou- ble just’ by hold - ing hands Stop traf- fic, start 

up - set the neigh - bors es - pe- cial- ly — the men ‘cause wo- man to 


Tu - mors re - lat- ing man to man 2. Let's them So-do- my 
wo- man is threat - en- ing to 


132 © 1984 Ron Romanovsky and Paul Phillips 


iz 


VV DAIADIIDIDI IDA DIP III DD DIDI IDA DI IDIDIYD 


t 


YIOIVIVID VIII IIDIIDYD 


133 


3 2 3 5 ‘ 
: é E - 
s = 
2 : < 2 3 
& 4 3 3 = 
Is Ey “ g 
Ie 4 - & & 
3 
| 3 : : 
2 
g : 5 | 
' o 
a # 8 | 
A | 1 A 
| : : | 
> z § e 
zB 
ie mee 
5 a 2 # E g n° 
3 F = a 
3 : 7 3 is é 
cit iit! = 
2 5, 3 2 Se g mo 
z g E : 
x Z a 3 : 
/ 
E g 5 g ¢ ; .: 
5 5 | ; 4 5 
1G te Ge 
& & g r| B 5 a 
= o EEE 


CCCECECCECECCECEECECECCECCECCECECECCCCECCECCLECECECEECECCCCECECECCCEE CE 


COCECECECECCECECOECCECECOCOCCECECECCECEOCECEC COC CECECECECECCECOCECEECECEECCECEC CE CC 


maw Ww ne 4 
ad = ~~ 6 a ~ 92 = 
5 : : ae a : 
9 ; = 
Fie 4 Se gg 3 2S é 
os ga oA > 23 & 
aS 5. fe ae : 
| rm 
Pr} & 3 a i es 5 a 3 
Pr z ee a 2 2 = oe a 
2 : = oh} 5-5 4.00 act & 
gs > 2 ge a Ee 5 
D a 29 * = = es — Po 
Bs 28 a5 ER a3 2 
g a3 = : #5 
a as ge ag 58 g 3 
mb ae > te a 
ic) 2 B ig 6 = ES 33 & 4 
MN F a3 a4 Z 
es) ‘ cE 3 Ho fi 
Zz A i ge 32 * 
= 
‘ o 
* go a5 B: ae ae 
ea 4 3 es & ® 
= 38 58 a ge a: 
, as ®, 
ea i §, m 23 10 A 
ty [-"+] 
= ag 2 % 33 ge 
g 33 3 ‘ 
‘ = : ag gz 
2 ' 3 a 
S Eg 3 aa e. 
o > ae 
° ‘33 35 oe 2 
- 0G 13 on 
4 = oe ee 


134 


Rubato 


E 5 
fhe) a 3 — 3 3 
~ E g a ae > - 
ge 8 8 & aq x ry 
b 3 3 
26 2 3 =? : 2 
a ‘ : a : » 
* i a 
t=") ma 4 - 
g-. 5) J 3 ’ 
as > 3 E 2 é 
a. 8 = 2 8 
83 5 : | 2 
Siw Z ry ” 2 s 
os g e 2 a 
a nN 
sy 3 g 4g 2 
5 4 E 2 B a 
as ¢ 1 ' 77) ’ 
g & 3 2 4 2 
' 2g 8 
at ° a a = | 
28 - : 8 : r 
4: & a & 9, 
A Los -_ 
zs A 2, | 
33 3 g A : 
af : 2 : : 
8p ol 
3 « & =I _ 
Be g i = E s g 
” a . = ‘S & 
o ' -— OJ 
nm 5 5 4 : 3 a 
“5 5 : 3 ‘ i g 
fe : : . i A 
B 3 3 g = 3 
ee ) a 


CC CECCCECECCOCEECECECECCECECECECECOEOCECCECECECEOCECECCCECECCOCE ECE CE 


COCECECCECECCECCOEOCECECEOCEECCCOCECEECECECECECECECECECEECECEECEE CE EE 


~~ 7 ‘ 4 

g 3 F 3 5 ee 

: B g f 

a 2 a g 8 8 

4 Ee 7 2 8 

3 2 5 

> “4 - E 3 

3 8 ‘ = > > 

F : is : : : 

Re i r a 

=z ’ | ’ °o 

’ 2 > 3 ‘so 3 

“a 2 2 & a 

a e 3 F 4 3 
mn 4 ° > 
3 g 3 = 

3 § # 

3 g ~ Ss & B 
& _ F B 4 + 
o ¢ Pa a 
a a>} & ‘ 

5 £ 3 2 m 
2 = ' Q a 2 
é & . i) 7) 
ea 1 3S ‘ 
f 4 = & . 5 g 
A] ’ = ob x) 
2 8 : ’ . = 
5 i 7 3 ; g : 
: g £ $ s 3 
3 os 
3 : ; : ‘i E 
E ; : : : : : 
: g 4 4 g 2 
= Z 5 ; a 3 
ob ifs ' A 
° & . : z : E 


136 


137 


Qo 000 


Be 


G 


A7 
) 000 


A 
0 


Aes 


sure - ly our re - la- tion- ship's worth more than twen - ty cents! 


Gm 


: 


too high an ex- pense But 


YVOCECCECECECECECOCCECECECCECCECECOCECECECCECCCECECE ECE ECECECEOCECCOCCCCE CE 


POCOCOCECCECECCECCOCECCECCOCEECCCEOC EEC COECECCOEC COCECECEEC EE CEE ECC 


a2 & 
i is eae ‘= 
—= > o — 
— a 1s 5S Ru 
Ze *5 2g s 2 8 z 
—_ & [R= t es) ru 
-) £ oo Q: 1a 1 
os a So 9 
So & [ og a=} & 
Aa 3% OU 2 ae ES = ll = 
@ 5 23 2 3 BE og a. : Hl g 
x — vo > 
x 2& ' fo) 5 g c= Q 
> > Noah, io) oO N | = 
om ue =. ‘ | a 
- rs) wa ‘ 4 
$s a8 ; 33 ge Hil A 5 
os ae ge 3 Ee % ill Fé 
Zs S ow s =I o ’ real 
Za ea. = —. oe 3s S HY) 8 
m2 Be ao 7 hie A 
ye S83 = 2 e A © 
RM > 2. ° 5 oe . 3 
§-= a) ow 
« 3 is Sa 52 32 il 
be 1 ‘ i] 
> 8 25 = 2> & a i 
— 5 a - 4 oF =3 haa 
m . Er IM) 3 
2 5 : 
(Se) iS 3 3 My 8 
ag 28 ‘a a o 2 
= s ze 
Be ae 2 
. \ ae =e Ms aU e= who = 
3 ov 
i oe $2 Fs Be #5 =” A 
= ~= 2 
pal fo) ’ £ a3 ‘) on ror 
(a3) 
es . Be GTP 28 ze Be 
wo 
al #5 0 : a 
o xs 
Fe & sg 3 22 sz 
oo oO 
mA 3” < ' go - 
32 se 2 ac s 
ae! §5 BS S28 “Sb 
ag ; 2 ee ; 
35 By St 
Q fea =* s 2 
3 = => 2 g) 
: oO >= - 
a ao 6 “2 29 = 
ed 
= 
oO 
3 Fs 
= pa 


REPENS 

—a 
3s 
gay 


if you're 


or 


if you're straight 


ter 


mat - 


it does - n't 


rest 


to 


We got- ta lay the myths 


hold the 


child - ren 


The 


out 


get the word 


Now is the time to 


Tell 


tell them please 


tell them please 


light _ So 


fu - ture 


kay 


the child - ren it's o - 


Tell 


it's al - right 


the child - ren 


G/E 


if you're straight 


ter 


mat - 


It does - n't 


B/E 


G 


ifyou're gay 
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HE Is My LOVER 


Music & Lyrics by Ron Romanovsky 


1. When I in- tro- duced him you were quite civ- i- lized 
- no fam-'ly se- cret ‘so what is there to fear? 
3. tried and tried to help you to some - how un - der - stand 


I said "This is my lov -_ er" You did- n't act sur- prised = —__ 
‘ You're the on- ly one who can't ad- mit yourson is queer —_ 
This is- n't just a phase you know I real- ly love this man fe 


You reached out to shake his _ hand Said hel - lo and then 
They have all stopped ask - ing why I'm not mar- ried yet 
I know how long you've wait - Forthe chance to be a grand - ma 


= Called out to the fam-i- ly "Hey! Come here and meet Paul's friend" 
_ But I've told you a hun - dred times an each time you for - et 
3 But you'll just have to set- tle for a fag - got son-in- law 


7 
ie But he's  notjustmy bud -dy He's more than a friend He's not my side - kick so 
a That he's 
ae ‘Cause he's 
140 © 1984 Ron Romanovsky 
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LET'S FLAUNT IT! 


Let's flaunt it, let's flaunt it 
Let's celebrate our love 

| want to, | want to 
Proliferate our love 


I'm an avowed homosexual 

And you're a practising one 
Long as we're gonna go to hell 
We might as well have some fun 
We'll stir up some trouble 

Just by holding hands 

Stop traffic, start rumors 
Relating man to man 


Let's flaunt it, let's flaunt it 
Let's celebrate our love 

| want to, | want to 
Proliferate our love 


I'm a self-confessed lesbian 
And you're an admitted one 
Long as we're gonna burn in hell 
We might as well have some fun 
We'll upset the neighbors 
Especially the men 

‘Cause woman to woman 

Is threatening to them 


Sodomy, fellatio, cunnilingus 
Let's let it show 


That I'm an immoral degenerate 
And you're an irreverent one 
Long as we're on the road to hell 
We might as well have some fun 
And just like the army 

We'll increase our troops 

Get tips on recruitment 

From fundamentalist groups 


Let's flaunt it, let's flaunt it 
Let's celebrate our love 

| want to, | want to 
Proliferate our love 


The Rivoli, Toronto. (Photo: Gilbert Prioste) 
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TELEPHONE SEX 


We were a perfect couple once 

The way that lovers ought to be 

I'd think of him with passion 

And | know he thought of me 

We'd sneak kisses at the movies 

We marched hand in hand with 
pride 

And especially in the bedroom 

Kept each other satisfied 

But somewhere something's gone 
amuck 

And I'm feeling so alone 

For when | need his gentle touch 

He's always on the phone 

(He's having) 


Chorus: 


Telephone sex 

Dialing for action 

| lost my lover to AT&T 

Telephone sex 

He gets satisfaction 

By touching those tones so 
amorously 

He prefers long distance intimacy 

He'd rather say it to a stranger 

Than do it with me 


It all began with a wrong number 

Who was looking for a thrill 

If | had only answered 

We might have a sex life still 

But it must have been so good that 
time 

It left him wanting more 

And he called up all those sleazy 
ads 

We used to both ignore 

When we couldn't pay our phone 
bill 

| assumed that he was through 

But | forgot that they take 

Mastercard and Visa too 

(To pay for) 


(Chorus) 


It's really gotten out of hand 
| can no longer take the stress 
The receiver's always sticky 
And the earpiece is a mess 
He won't go in for counseling 
He thinks everything's okay 
It's been ages since we've done it 
In the good old-fashioned way 
But we finally reached a 
compromise 
‘Cause | knew he'd never quit 
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| just run out to a phone booth 
Any time the mood should hit 
(To have some) 


Telephone sex 

Dialing for action 

We do our lovin' with AT&T 

Telephone sex 

We get satisfaction 

By touching those tones 
unanimously 

It provides subsistent intimacy 

He can pretend that it's a stranger 

When it's only me! 


Now some would say 

The price I've paid 

Is too high an expense 

But surely our relationship's worth 
More than twenty cents! 


TELL THE 
CHILDREN 


What do you do when a child 
comes to you 

Asking just to understand 

Why two men he saw today 

Were walking close together hand 
in hand 

Well you can change the subject 

Or tell them that it's very bad 


But why not tell them that some men 


Love each other just like mom and 
dad 


Chorus: 


Tell the children it's alright 

Tell the children it's okay 

It doesn't matter 

If you're straight or if you're gay 


Young girls in the country 
Teenage boys in small towns 
Growing up, a voice inside 

Says, "I am different somehow" 
Living with a secret 

That never sees the light of day 
Feeling like the only one 

All alone and no one there to say 


(Chorus) 


We gotta lay the myths to rest 
Now is the time to get the word out 
The children hold the future light 
So tell them please 

Tell them please 


(Chorus) 


University of Pennsylvania, Philadelphia. (Photo: Tommi Avicolli) 


HE IS My LOVER 


When | introduced him 

You were quite civilized 

| said, "This is my lover" 

You didn't act surprised 

You reached out to shake his hand 

Said hello and then 

Called out to the family 

“Hey! Come here and meet Paul's 
friend" 

(But he's) 


Chorus: 


Not just my buddy 

He's more than a friend 
He's not my side-kick 

So guess again! 

Yes he's my partner 

And sometimes a brother 
More than an ally 

He is my lover 


It's no family secret 

So what is there to fear? 

You're the only one who can't 
Admit your son is queer 

They have all stopped asking 
Why I'm not married yet 

But I've told you a hundred times 
And each time you forget 


(That he's) 
(Chorus) 


I've tried and tried to help you 
To somehow understand 

This isn't just a phase you know 
| really love this man 

| know how long you've waited 
For the chance to be a grandma 
But you'll just have to settle for 
A faggot son-in-law 

(‘Cause he's) 


(Chorus) 
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The "Emotional Rollercoaster" of 
Romanovsky and Phillips 


The proudly out-of-the-closet, gleefully 
gay music team of Ron Romanovsky and 
Paul Phillips has managed the difficult feat of 
striking a balance between entertainment 
and politics. They've accomplished this by 
maintaining healthy levels of humor in their 
perspective and their material. 


“The humor's real disarming for our 
audience," says Romanovsky. “Basically we 
just try to find a positive way to say every- 
thing, even in songs that are angry." For 
instance, there's a song on their new album, 
Emotional Rollercoaster, called “The 
Sodomy Song," which was written about the 
decision in the Hardwick Case, and the 
sodomy laws that still exist in 25 states. 
"That's something I'm just furious about," 
says Romanovsky, who writes most of the 
duo's songs, "But | don't like to write songs 
that make people angry or that just put down 
something, because that's not enough. So | 
try to help us get in touch with our rage so 
that we can do something. And | came up 
with the line, Only an asshole would care / 
what goes into our assholes and who puts it 
there. That's the chorus of the song. it's a 
real uptempo, funny song. ! try to put things 
in a positive way that doesn't make people 
defensive and that makes people want to 
help change the world." 


"We are still working on what works and 
what doesn't and how best to put across a 
political idea," says Phillips, who revels in 
being the more flamboyant of the two 
musicians onstage. “People respond to our 
concerts on so many different levels. From 
the same concert one person will say, 'Oh | 
just love you, you're so funny, | love your 
outfits, you're such a queen.' And another 
person will come up and say, ‘l was moved to 
tears so often in this concert because you 
are so honest and you have so much 
integrity.’ People get what they need." 


Another way they get their message 
across, says Romanovsky, is by "avoiding 
being preachy, and instead, tugging on peo- 
ple's heart strings, and going for something 


Jorjet Harper, Outlines, July 1988 


that will get to people's emotions. That's the 
level you want to reach people on." And by 
writing from personal experience, adds 
Phillips, rather than any ‘party line’: "I never 
want to be dogmatic, but | do want to 
challenge people, and what I'm most con- 
cerned with is making people think. Maybe 
they don't come to the same conclusion | 
come to, but at least they process a little. 
That's what's real important to me. Even just 
the way we dress onstage. My costumes, 
especially, tend to be flamboyant and almost 
cross-gender or androgynous, kind of." 
Phillips dresses this way, he says, as more 
than just a fashion statement: “Part of the 
reason is, | want it to be okay for a guy ina 
frilly silly dress and tights, dripping with 
rhinestones, to have a serious side, and that 
person is allowed to sing songs that are very 
important as well as frivolous and fun stuff. 
The ultimate goal is to challenge people, to 
push buttons and make people think." 


Certainly a large part of their act is about 
supporting people in their struggle for self- 
affirmation. “I think there are a lot of forces 
that stand against us in this country, and no 
matter how out you are, and how liberated 
you are, you're still suffering from years of 
inverted oppression, as well as outside 
oppression coming down on you," says 
Phillips. “So for every one concert we do 
where people feel that gay is so great, they 
then go back out into the real world and 
every day there are hundreds of things that 
happen to them, things that they do that are 
self-oppressing, or that oppress them from 
the outside. So self-affirmation is a lot of it 
too — not just that it's okay to be gay, but 
that it's also okay if you were the last person 
chosen in sports when you were a kid, or if 
you dressed up as a kid — we have a song 
on the new album about dressing up in 
mom's clothes. Just shedding light on these 
sorts of things so people won't say, ‘Oh, I'm 
alone.’ " 


{ asked them why there aren't more gay 
male performers who are out. 
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"That's a tough one," says Paul. "I think 
there are numerous reasons. Because gay 
men are men as well as being gay, they 
suffer less oppression than lesbians, for 
instance, which is where the women's music 
movement came from. Gay men — especial- 
ly white middle class gay men, which is the 
visible majority, or the visible minority per- 
haps | should say — have always had more 
expendable income and they've always had 
access to the power base, which is money. 
As aresult, it's been easier for them to sort of 
buy their way out of their oppression — they 
can surround themselves with beautiful 
things and a beautiful penthouse apartment 
and think, ‘I'm protected, I'm safe from the 
world,’ so they don't have to think about 
things like, when was the last time they were 
able to kiss their boyfriend in public or hold 
hands without fear? So they sort of blind 
themselves to that." 


"It's worth it to point out that a lot of 
women's music, or lesbian music, whatever 
you want to call it, really came out of the 
feminist movement more than out of the gay 
liberation movement," notes Romanovsky. 
“And that's more where we're coming from, 
the gay liberation movement, or gay rights as 
it's now called. And it still may happen that 


(Photo: Jim Gerhard) 


there is more of a gay men's music 
movement — | don't know. We've been 
encouraged lately by some men who are 
doing music. Like Michael Callen in New 
York, and Tom Wilson Weinberg." 


Both Romanovsky and Phillips feel there is 
a tendency among gay men to make heros 
out of big stars who have already become 
acceptable, made famous by the main- 
stream, rather than people within the gay 
community. "There's a tendency to not want 
to support somebody who's low profile," 
says Phillips. "If you look at the gay male 
subculture and see who they have revered, 
it is almost inevitably people who have 
attained a major celebrity kind of status." 


"| think it's a very shallow thing," adds 
Romanovsky, "worshipping the trappings of 
fame but not looking a whole lot deeper. | 
think that's begun to change now, perhaps 
as aresult of AIDS. That may be one of the 
more positive things coming out of the AIDS 
crisis — it seems to be catapulting gay men 
into the whole New Age holistic movement, 
and | think it's wonderful that we're exploring 
that." 


Phillips agrees. "I think it makes sense. 


145 


146 


(Photo: Irene Young) 


AIDS is really underlining a lot of gay men's 
oppression that they didn't realize. People 
who never before had to think a minute, are 
suddenly forced out of work or forced to deal 
with it. So as a result, | think it's the same 
kind of response that's also making people a 
little more open to the idea of having gay- 
positive culture as opposed to simply camp 
outrageous kind of culture." 


What part does the "Men's Music" 
movement — which is not synonymous with 
gay men's liberation — play in this changing 
cultural focus? There are straight men who 
are doing music that is issues oriented, from 
a feminist consciousness, and also is very 
actively anti-homophobia, says Phillips, but 
unlike the women's music network, the 
men's movement so far has never grown 
beyond the initial stages. 


"| don't feel like there is a lot of crossover," 
says Romanovsky. "Most gay men | know 
don't know anything about the men's 
movement or those songwriters. They do 
have a conference every year, the Men and 
Masculinity conference. We've played at it 
twice in six years and it's been a really good 
experience both times, and there were a lot 


of gay men there, but it's not a very big 
thing." Instead, Romanovsky & Phillips have 
found their real support from gay organiza- 
tions — and, surprisingly, from women's 
music. 


"That's the network that's really supported 
us," says Phillips. "The interesting thing 
about it is that women's music is in a real 
transition stage, and nobody knows what's 
happening next. Everybody's sort of reach- 
ing out, some of the artists are deciding they 
don't want to record with the traditional 
women's music labels any more because it's 
just too limiting, and there's all that stuff 
about trying to move into the mainstream. 
And | think actually that's why a lot of lesbians 
have been really supportive of our work — 
because a lot of them miss the lesbian 
element of women's music, it doesn't feel 
real evident these days, it's very surrepti- 
tious. Even within the movement — | think it 
started when we were working on Trouble in 
Paradise, our second album, working with 
Teresa Trull, it sort of gained us this access 
to women's music we'd never really experi- 
enced quite as strongly. And suddenly we 
were meeting all these various artists, and 
working more with them. It's real interesting: 
just within the artists and labels and distribu- 
tors themselves, there's a whole emotional 
range, the button-pushing runs the gamut 
from ‘We're women's music, we're not 
lesbian’ to ‘Well, wait a minute — we're all 
lesbians...’ \t's so interesting to see that as 
somewhat of an outsider. And | love it 
because it is all in process — | cherish that 
the most about most of the lesbians | know, 
that there's still a real sense of processing, of 
working towards something." 


Reflecting back on their career so far, 
Romanovsky and Phillips both feel that if 
they had originally emphasized the comedic 
part of their act, they may have gotten bigger 
audiences faster, but they also wanted to 
affirm the depth of their work. "I thought if 
people came to the show expecting comedy 
they would expect one liners and schtick 
between each song," says Romanovsky. 
The amount of comedy in their shows does 
vary. "It's different every time, depending on 
the audience. We don't know what's about 
to happen, and | like it that way. Some 
shows are funnier than others. But now I'm 
willing to do anything we have to do to get 
more people to know about us — anything 
short of pretending we're not gay. | want to 
get the music out there." 
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When asked how their professional 
partnership has affected their personal 
relationship, Phillips replies with a character- 
istic mixture of humorous whimsy and dead 
seriousness, "Funny you should ask. It 
destroyed it. We broke up." 


"We're in the process of dissolving our 
relationship as lovers, just now, like in the 
last month," says Romanovsky. 


“But | don't think it has anything to do with 
the public relationship affecting the private, 
it's quite the opposite," adds Phillips, who 
feels that when he and Ron said they were 
lovers from the stage, it was very affirming for 
them as acouple. "And people really adored 
that, and it gave other gay and lesbian 
couples a real sense of affirmation as well, 
because we don't see gay couples in front of 
us very often, as far as on the stage or 
whatever. But it also puts us in the place 
now where it's very, very scary, because we 
keep realizing that there are a lot of people 
who are going to be terribly disappointed 
that we're breaking up." 


The other side of that affirmation, says 
Romanovsky, is that "a lot of people have 
made us role models. People are always 
coming up to us after a show with their 
spouses, saying ‘we've been together ten 
years, or five years' — but | have trouble with 
the kind of pressure they put on us as far as 
being role models. | won't miss that. At the 


same time | understand it." 


Despite the dissolution of their lover 
relationship, Romanovsky and Phillips have 
no intention of splitting up their act. "That's 
the hard part," says Phillips. "We love each 
other very much, and it's not like we are 
angry with each other. So it's really important 
— we love what we do as a career, and come 
hell or high water we're going to figure out a 
way to salvage as much as we can of the 
partnership and the friendship. 


"We have always been really upfront about 
our relationship. And to anybody who 
knows our music well, this shouldn't come as 
a surprise — if you read our songs, we've 
been telling people all along that it's not an 
easy relationship, and it's been up and 
down, "Trouble in Paradise" and an 
“Emotional Rollercoaster," and "gee, | 
thought you'd be taller," and the whole 
works, you know? It's an evolution. | hope 
we can be as honest working through this as 
we have been about the rest of our lives, 
cause we've been pretty honest, | think. 
We've shared a lot of feelings and emotions. 
We're very human up there. It's my hope we 
can keep doing the same thing, once we 
figure out what it all means." 


The two agree that struggling through 
their new relationship with each other will 
probably be a source of a lot of new jokes 
and songs. 
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Afterword by Paul Phillips 


It seems somehow fitting that | should have the last word 
here. More than once Ron has gotten rather peeved with me 
when | wouldn't perform a song because | wasn't sure it was quite 
finished. In my nearly ten years of performing and collaborating 
with Ron, the question “who writes the songs?” has probably 
been one of the most frequently asked and most awkwardly 
answered. 


But for the record I'd like to say that Ron is by far the more 
creative and prolific member of this partnership. Songwriting 
doesn't always come easily to him, but he seems to have no 


choice in the matter. He is a songwriter, and so must write songs. 


| envy him his gift but not his curse. 


Fortunately for me, he often allows me to witness the birth 
of each song. And me being me, | inevitably add my two cents’ 
worth whether or not it is requested. Quite often I put in more 
like a dollar or two. And sometimes | even end up matching 
Ron's creative investment. But without Ron Romanovsky, this 
would have been sheet music for the one and only song by Paul 
Phillips. And the reverse is definitely not true. 


Be that as it may, this book represents the first seven years 
of the most challenging and creative collaboration of my life. 


| hope you have enjoyed it as much as | have. 


J 
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With music and lyrics from 


I Thought You'd Be Taller! 
Trouble In Paradise 
Emotional Rollercoaster 


and 4 additional songs 


... plus memorabilia from R&P's illustrious career as Professional Homosexuals 


369 Montezuma #209 
Santa Fe, NM 87501 
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